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THE POPINJAY 

S/sapiiQr One 

THE TIKST I)A¥ 


IHUsiiiHHiKif’: h’dd !>t:rn sleeping since the rnonimg— a 
feverish, wnariril sluinlHa% whose dfeams were composed of all 
her distresses as an <sxile<l and fallen queeti, a Hlutnber still 
shaken hy the noi e, the anituish of a two months’ siege, filled 
with blotuly scenes ef war, with sobs, with shudders, with 
nerve-strains, from u’hi< h she cmly escafaed by a start of fear. 

‘^Zara f Where is Zara f slie criecL 

One of luu' women approached the bed, reassured her 
gently ins Roal I Ugliness the CVaint of Zara was sleeping very 
quietly in his nsim •, Madame Elconore was with him* 

‘*Anil the King 

**Gone out since* noon in one of the hotel carriages/* 
by himsidf P’ 

No. 1 1 is Majesty hud taken Councillor Boscovich with 
him. As the serviuit went on speaking in the Dalmatian 
dialect whi<1i was st morons and iiarsh as a wave rolling 
pebbles the Queen ftdl hvv tern>rs vanish ; and gradually the 
(luiet hotel rooug whieli she had iuily half seen on aifi\ing in 
the iwilinht, appeared to her in its reassiudng and luxurious 
banality/iV/light hany;iugs, its high mirrors, the woolly white 


of its carpets. , - r 

*dMve o’clock already ! !]nick, Petschu, do my hair, i am 

ashamed to have slept St Mong/' , i t*i i i 

It was five (fdock, unci the most wonderful day which had 

yet choerrd i^irisians in tiic summer of 1872. When the Queen 

went on tu the halcony-tlmt long balcony «t the Hotel des 

Fyranhdes which strctchiw along fifteen windows in the finest 

position of the Rue <le KivuU-she was amazed at the 

Lwctacle. BH<nv. in the broad street, the sound of wheels 

mingled with the wateiing- machines ^ 

rolled towards the Hois, with a shining of saddlery and harness, 

and iitrht dresses swept altmg in a gale of swed. Then, fro^ 

the crowd pressing close to the gilded gate 

charmed eyes of the Queen turned towards the glistening 
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confusion of white dresses, blond hair, garish silks, lighthearted 
games— towards all that impression of holiday-making and 
child-life which the great Parisian garden throws around its 
terraces on days of sunshine— and at length her eyes rested 
with delight on the green canopy, the huge, round, full roof of 
leaves reared aloft by the chestnuts in the centre, which at that 
moment were sheltering a military band, and were quivering 
with the cries of children, the sounding notes of brass. The 
exile’s bitterness was gradually soothed by the prevailing 
cheerfulness. A feeling of warm ease surrounded her from 
every side, clinging and supple as a silken web ; her cheeks, 
faded by vigils and privations, took on a lively pink. She 
thought; 'T-Ieavens I how good is this life 

The greatest misfortunes are amenable to such sudden and 
unconscious relief. And it arises not from human t)eings, but 
from the multiple eloquence of things. No human formula 
could have brought consolation to this iiis()osS(^ssed ([ucen, 
exiled with her husband, her child, by one tT tlinsc popular 
movements, which remind one of earthquakes acctanpauied 
by opening abysses, thunder and lightniuf.,^, aiul volcanic 
eruptions; no such consolation was possible for this woman 
whose brow, which was rather lt)W and yet so |)roud, 
was still marked, as it were, by the weight rtf one of 
Europe^s most splendid crowns. And l)eht)ld 1 Nature herself 
joyous and renewed, appearing in that wcuulerful Parisian 
summer, which breathes the hothouse atnu^sphere uiul the 
lafiguide freshness of all river country, spi»ke to her ht^pe, re- 
surrection, appeasement, Jkit, as she allowed her nta-vous strain 
to relax, drinking in the green hoiaV.on with Iwx v.yv<, the icxile 
sudddenly shuddered. Yonder, on her hdt, Piwanls the en- 
trance of the garden, rises a ghostly monument, inadt; of black- 
ened walls, burnt columns, a crumbled roof^ holes for windows 
opon to the blue sky, a facade resting <u) perspocti\es of ruins^ 
and at the end— overlooking the Seine— ati almost perfect 
pavilion, which was touched and liked !)y tlu.^ flames that 
blackened the iron of its balconies. It was all that remained 
of the palace of the Tuileries. 

She felt deep emotion at the sight, slimned, as if she had 
fallen headlong on those stones, Ten jeurs, not i*vcn ten 
years ago— oh [, the ominous, seemingly pr(ii)hctic chance that 
she should have come to live opposite those ruins !— .she had 
lived there with her 'husband, It was in the .spring of 1864, 
Married about three months, the Countess of Zara was then 
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visitin"^ thi; allied ccnirts in all her happiness as a bride and as 
Crown Princess. She was loved, welcomed every where. At 
theTuileries e.speeially. what halls, fetes there were! 

Those ruined walls rvcalUal them to her again. She saw_ again 
the immense, siilendid galleries, glittering with light and jewels, 
the court dresses sweeping up the g.reat stains between a double 
row of glistening Imsistpiates, anil the invisible musne that rose 
at intervals li'Din tin; g'anleii apjieared to her to be Valdteufels 
orchestra in the Salle des Marechaux. ^ Had she not danced to 
that lively tune with their cousin \laximilian, week before nis 
departure for hh^xico ? \’es ; it was that very tunc. A qua- 
drille of emperors and kings, queens and empresses, whose epy 
motions an< I augusl f.iccs were called up to her mind by that 
motif the IteVle 1 h-leiu'. Max anxious, gnawing at hi.s fair 
moustaclie ; C.harlolte opposite him, near Napoleon, radiant, 
transfigured hv the joy of being an empress. Where were the 
dancers of that fine <|uadrille to-day ? All deiul, exiled or 

mad. Motjruini!: upon nionridnp; ! Disaster oo disaster . VVas 

God’ no loni;cr' on the side of kings? • 

She next remeinhered what ijhe had suffered since old 
Leopold’s Ilcath had sot on her brow the double crown of 
Illyria and Dalmatia. Ih-r firstborn, a daughter, earned of 
amid the /cAw ot the coronation In- one of those strange name- 
le.ss disea'ses that indicate the exhaustion of blood ami the end 
ofarace-so that the tapers ofa funeral vigil were mingled with 
the illuminations of the town and on the day of buna! m tte 
cathedral there hatl not been time to take away the tugs, the^ 
besides tlicse gtvat griefs, besides the anxiety caused her 
coutimiallv Iw licr muD; weak- health, there 

known to herself alone, hiilden away m the mo.st stuct cottiei 
oflwr wmnuuir Alas ! the heart of peoples is not more 

faithful lluui that of king:;. One day, without any known 
rciuson Illyria, whiih lutl ./cAv/ them so much, grow. 
ted with its princes. I'hen came misundcrstandings. stubborn- 
n^s mirriist l!istly hi^ horrible hatred of _a whole 

country, the hatred she felt hi the air, if 

the streets, the irony of the looks, the aversion of hent heads, 
which made her afraid to show_ herself at a window, made hei 
shrink back in her carriage during her f f 

thought .she still heard those cnes 

her ca.stle of Leyliach as .she looked at % 

kings of France. She saw the la.st ° jrj . ’ 

the* livid ministers, mad with fear, beggmg the K-ing to 
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abdicate. Then the fight over the mountain at night— dis- 
guised as peasants— the villages in rebellion sRt)uting, drunk 
with liberty like the towns— bonfires everywhere on the high 
ground— and the glad tears she had shed in the middle of the 
great disaster, on finding in a cabin some milk for her son's 
supper ; finally the sudden determination she had instilled into 
the King to throw himself into Ragiisa, which was still 
faithful— and two months of privations and angiiish endiirecl 
there the town invested, bombarded, the royal clvild ill, almost 
dying of hunger ; to crown all, the shame of .surrender, the 
sinister embarkation in the midst of a silent, tired crowd, and 
the French ship carrying them off to other misfortunes, to the 
chill the unknown experience of exile, while Indiiiul them the 
flag 'of the Illyrian Republic floated new and viclori(»us over 
the ruined royal castle — the Tuileries reminded Iver of all that, 
fine, Paris, isn't it ?*' suddenly cried a voice near 
her, which was joyous and young, though nasal 

The King had just appeared on the balcony holding the 
little prince in his arms and showing him the horizon of 
verdure, of roofs, and of domes, and the bustle of the streets 
in the beautiful light of the evening. 

‘^Oh yes, very fine,^^ said the child, a poor little soul, 
between five and six, with peaky, proiiounced features, 
excessively fair hair, cut short, as if after an ilhu:ss, who 
looked around him with a sweet little sickly sniilt^ astunished 
at no longer hearin the siege cannons, and cheert.d uj j by the! 
surrounding joyfuln^jfs. Exile was beginning in a happy way 
for him. 

Nor did the King seem very gloomy ; after two hours out- 
side on the boulevard he had come l.)uck lofd<inp; luiuju and 
refreshed, which contrasted with the (jiieciils deprt's.sion, 
Besides, their types were absolutely di.siinci ; the man thin, 
slender, with sallow complexion, curly black hair am! a thin 
moustache which he was perpetually twisting with a uhite, Pk) 
supple hand, with nice, rather nervous eyes, and something 
irresolute, childish in his expression which made people say, 
when they saw him, although he was over thirty : “How 
young he is/' The Queen, on the contrary, a robust Uahna- 
tian with a serious expression, with few ge.stures, the real male 
of the two, despite the transparent splendour of her com- 
'plexion and her magnificent hair, which was of that Venetian 
blond in which the East seems to blend the wiki* red tones of 
' henna. In her presence, Christian showed the constrained, 



77//'; FIRST m.¥ 5, 

rather embarrassed attitude of a husband who has accepted 
too much dcvotir)n and sacrifice. He asked gently after her 
health, if she had slept, how she felt after the journey. She 
answered with a stiuliral softness, full of condescension, but 
was in reality only hnsied with her son, whose nose and 
cheeks shtj was feeling, and whose every movement she 
anxiously watched. 

“He/s alrtsidy better than he was there/* said Christian, 
in a low toiuc 

"Yes, his colour is coining' back/' she replied, in the same 
intimate toiur which they only assumed when speaking of the 
child. 

The bo\' smiled at both, drew their faces together m a 
pretty can!ss, as if he knew his two little arms we tt the only 
real bomi between tlu‘se tw(» dissimilar Ixdngs, Below, on the 
pavenumt, sonu: curious perstms, who had heard of the princes 
arrival, had stoppc<l (or a moment, with their eyes fixed on 
this King and Oucmi of Illyria, \vl\oin their heroic defence in 
Kagusa had rimekned famous, auil wlu^sc portraits had appeared 
on the first pa|,n- of the illuslratetl papers. Gradually, as if 
they were looking' at a piug'on on tlie eaves of a roof, or an 
escaixal parrot, tlui kiafers grew in munber.s, their noses in the 
air, without knowing what it was all about. A crowd gathered 
in front of the lukid.and their strained looks attracted others 
to look tenvards this young couple in travelling dress with the 
fair-haired child lifted abnvar them — lifted, as it \vere, by the 
hopefuhucs< of the vantfuishtul and the joy they felt at posses- 
sing him still alive after so fearful a tempest, 

“Are )*ou Cinuing, Freduric|ue ?*^ asked the King, embar- 
rassed by the t:rnw<gs attention. * 

She, however, auswi:r<;;<l, holding her head high like a 
queen accusiomiHl to ciuifront the dislike of the common herd* 
"Why, it’s all rii;hl here on the balcony/' 

“I ho fact is- ril fur};ntU:u— Rosen is here with his son and 
daughter-iivlaw ; he wants to see you/ 

At the name of Ro-cig which reminded her of so many 
good, loyal .sitrvices, tiie ( Hit:ei/s egyes brightened up* 

brave duke ! I was exfjectirig him/* she said, and as 
she cast a haughty ioo|c at the street before going in, a man 
opposite her sprang upon the stonework of the gate of 4h6 
Tuileries, lij dug for a moment above the. crowd* Ihe samt 
thing had happened at Ley bach whui their window was fired 
at* Frccieric|uc had a vague idea of a similar attempt, and 
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drew back. A hat was raised, displaying a high forehead. 
The wind blew about a man’s hair in the sunshine, whilst a 
calm^ strong voice shouted : *‘Long live the King 1’ drowning 
the noise of the crowd. That was all she had been able to see 
of this unknown friend, who, in the midst of republican Paris 
in front of the ruined Tuileries, dared to welcome monarchs 
without a crown. This sympathetic salute, which had not 
heard for so long, gave the Queen the !mprc^si<ni cd a hot, 
bright fire after a walk in freezitug wcallu-r. It \\;u-utr(l her to 
the heart, and the sight of old Rosen coin|)Ieted this lively and 
beneficent reaction. 

The General Duke de Rosen, fornu‘r!\' ini!ilar\'^ htsad of 
the ■King^s ^household, had left Illyria three yt'ars lH:ti)rt\ when 
the King took from him his post of trust and f civi* it to a 
Liberal, thus favouring the new ideas to the <it!tri!iuti}t ol what 
was then called at Leybach the Queen’s ilo might, 

certainly, well be angry with Christian, wlv) had callniisly 
sacrificed him, let him go without a won! of rcpp'et, without a 
farewell— him, the conqueror of Most;u-, (sf Liwav, tlu* hers) of 
the great Montenegrin wars. After selling his eastles, estates, 
and property, and making his departun^ ^u'g!ufli*ant as a 
^.protest, the old general had .settled down in Paris, had his son 
married there, and, during thret; lung }'cars < f \ ain cxpoctalion 
had felt his bitterness at the royal inpj'atitnde increased by 
the dreariness of emigration, the rne!aiu:h‘»ly ol an unoccupied 
life. And yet, at the first news of his prince's arrival, he has- 
tened to them without hesitation ; and now, standing' stiffly 
upright in the drawingroom, his colossal fnpire rising; up to 
the chandelier, he was awaiting with sf> much emotion the 
favour of a gracious welcome, that his lotig lep,s anihl seen 
trembling, his broad chesUieaving under the widt* ribbon of 
his order and the closefitting, militarily cut l)iue frot k coat. Hi.s 
head alone, a small head with steely eytrs and hawk nos<g re- 
mained impassible, with its three white bristly hairs, aiui the 
thousand small wrinkles of his parchment skitu I’he King, 
who disliked scenes, and was rather em!>arrassed by the inhtr-* 
view, got out of the dfficulty by putting on an air ut' affability, 
of offhand heartiness. 

“Well, general/’ he said, comkig towards him with hands 
outstretched, 'Vou were right. I let them have their head too 
much— they gave me a good shaking.^ 

Then, seeingThat, the old retainer was bending his knee, 
he raised him, with a movement full of nobility, and held him 
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in a close emhnicc. Nolhinfj, however, could have prevented 
the Duke from kiu;t;Iin!r hcrfore his Queen, who was singularly 
moved by the old man’s re.siiectfully passionate kiss on her 

m\- poor Ivoson ! my jioor Rosen !’" she murmured. 
Aixl’sho slowly shut her eyes, that her tears might not be 
seen I’nt all tboso she bad slu'd for y'ears had left theii 
traces on'llu' d< li.'ab' silk of her blond eycdids, together with 
vHls anfiiisli, anxii'lv — lhtvc tears women fancy_ they can 

hide in the dr.'pn t par! of il’.i'ir bi;ing, and which rise to the 

surface even as the motions of water furrow it with 

visiide’ folds, 'flu; fieaiitiful faeu as'iiimed for a moment a 
weary, sad espiv-oiioii. wliieh did not e.scape the old soldier, 
“llow'slu; ha'; suffered,” he thought ; and to hide his emotion, 
he got up abrupth'. turneil to his son and daughter-in-law, 
who had remained :it the other end of the room, and with the 
same fierce air with v. liieh he shouted in the .streets of Leybach: 
"Draw sword 1 Cliary.e the rabble. !” he commanded ! Colette, 
Herbert, e-'ine and lU'-.-t your Oiteen.” , - r o 

Prince 1 lerberi (le Koseu. almost as tall as his fathti, 
with the jaw of a Imrse, the innocent cheeks of a ‘Rd »'«'>•' 

ched followed by his youii!.'; wife. Me walked with diincuity, 
leaning h nionlhs l}eft:>rc he had broken a 

fractured a few ribs at the Chantilly races; and the general 
did not fail to oloerve that, had it not lieen for this accutent, 
which had put his son’s life in peril, both would have hastened 

to shut Ihenwclves up in Kagusa. . 

“1 ‘-hould liave g;one with you, father . mteiiuptec , e 
orincess, in a heroie lone of voice, which contiasted wit t tei 
name of ColeUe-w-ud her clever, merry little catlike nose under 
a frizzle I'f slender eurl.s. , 

■riie Oueen o.uld not helii smiling, and cordially gave her 
herhaiuir Christian, twisting his moustache, stared with the 
interest of an amateur, an eager curiosity, at this dainty 
Pari.sian, this pretty, modish bird with its long, gay plumage, 
all skirts and frippery, whose decorated daintiness was a 

change from the imposing features and majestic type o is 

‘‘I'hat devil of a Ilcrhcrt ! Where could he have got hirn 
self such a gem ?” he said to himself, envying his old plaj - 
fellow, that big stupiil, with his protruding eyes, ^au 
’.parted and plastered down in Russian ^ 

Lecssively narrow forehead ; then it occurred to him that 
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though this type of woman was lacking in Illyria, in Paris it 
could be seen in the streets everywhere, and exile seemed to 
him perfectly endurable. Besides, it could not last long. The 
Illyrians would soon have enough of their republic. It was a 
matter of spending two or three months away from the country, 
a royal holiday, that should be spent as merrily as po.s.sible 

“Will you believe it, general ?” he said, laughing, “I have 
already been asked to buy a house. It was. an Kngli.shman: 
who called this morning. He promised to get me a magni- 
ficent hotel, furnished, carpeted, with horses in the stables, 
carriages in the coach-houses, linen, plate, crockery, servants, 
all in forty-eight hours, and in the part of the town I liked 
best.’’’ 

“I know your Englishman, monseigneur , it’s I'om Levis, 
a foreign agent.” 

“Yes ; I think it was a name like that. Have you had any 
business with him ?” 

“Oh, all foreigners on reaching Paris receive a visit from 
Tom. But I hope your Majesty’s acquaintance with him may 
stop there.’’ 

The particular attention with which Prince Herbert, as 
soon as Tom Levis was mentioned, heg.'ui to contcnnplato his 
bootlaces, the furtive look cast by the princess at her husband, 
warned Christian that if he wanted informatinn aliont the 
illustrious agent of the Rue Royale the young {lair cmild tell 
him. But how could Levis be useful to him v lit; wanted 
neither house nor carriage, and thought of spending in the 
hotel the few months of their stay in I ’aris. 

"Isn’t that your opinion, Frederique ?” 

"Oh, certainly, it’s wiser,” answered the Queen, though at 
the bottom of her heart she did not .share her luishancl’s 
illusions, nor his taste for temporary establi.shments. 

Old Rosen in turn hazarded a few remarks. This inn-life 
hardly seemed to him to suit the diguitv tif the house of 
Illyria. Paris was at that moment full' of e.xiled sovereigns. 
All were living in sumptuous fashion. The King of West- 
phalia occupied a magnificent house in the Rue de Neubourg, 
with an annexe pavilion for the administrativ'c ofBcers. In the 
Champs Ely sees, the hotel of the Queen of (Jalicia was a real 
palace of royal luxury and style. The King of Palermo had a 
house at Saint Mande. numerous houses in the staldes, a whole 
battalion of aide-de-camps. Even the Duke cic Palma, in his 
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little house at Passy, had a semblance of a court, and always 
five or six f^cnerals at tabic. 

‘‘No doubt, no doul)t/'' said Christian impatiently, "‘But 
it's not the same thin^-. 'Those people won’t get away from 
Paris again. 'That's well known, certain, whilist we — Besides, 
there’s a good reason why we shotdchPt buy a palace , friend 
Rosen. Wtj were roi)betl of everything. All we have left is 
a few hundred thousand trancs at Rothschild’s at Naples, and 
our poor tlaidtun. which Ma<ianu^ dc Silvis brought away in 
ahatbox, 'To lliink that tint inar(|uisc made the long journey 
to exile on loot, by sea, by rail, by carriage, with her precious 
hatbox in her hand. It was m> tunny, so funny Y 

And, his childishnt'ss getting the upper hand, he began 
laughing at their disirt ssed position as if it were the most 
amusing tiling in tiu* world 

The 1 )ukc did not iaui»,h 

“Sire,” said he, so movetl dial all his old wrinkles trembled, 
“you just now <iid me the honour to assure me that you were 
sorry to have lett ine so long apart from your councils atid your 
heart. Well, I ask of \h)u a faviiur in return. So long as 
your exile lasts, n;slurc me to the post 1 filled at Leybach 
near your Majestitts— ht/ail of thv. civil and military household.’^ 

“What an ambitious fi'llow f” cried the King gaily. 

Then, in a friendly way : 

“But the househoUi no loigjer exists, my poor general, 
either civil or miHtar\'. 'i'he Oucen has her chaplain and two 
women ; Zara, his governess ;1 have brought^ Boscovich for 
the correspondtmee, and I a*beau to have my chin* And thats 
all.” 

‘Tn that caseg I am still going to beg# Will your Majesty 
take my son 1 lerbert as aidc*‘cle*camp, and give the Queen 
the princess readta* ant! ladydiiHvaiting 

“For iny pari it is granted, duke ” said the Queen, turning 
her charming smile to C 'nletie, who wurs c|uite da^ed by her 
new dignity. - ^ . 

Ah for the prince, lu! thanked his sovereign for conferring 
on him tint rank of ai<! dv camp with the same graciousness, 
by a grarrfiil neigh, a hafut he had acquired through frequen- 
ting TatiersalTs 

“I shall preHUil the tho’e mmiinations tomorrow morning 
for aigmlttIfe;^midecl the gcmcral, in a respectful but brief 
tone, indicating that he considered himself as-, having already 
entered on his chiiks* 
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On hearing that voice, that formula which had haunted 
him so long and so solemnly, the young Kitig^s face expressed 
depression and boredom, then he comforted himstdf by looking 


at the princess, who was embellished, ti*ansfinnred by 
happiness, as happens to pretty, featureless faces, whiise charm 

lies entirely in the piquant and constantly lifted veil of their 

physiognomy. 

Fancy ! Colette Sauvadon, niece, (.f Sauvadon, the biff 
wine mei'chantat Bercy, lady-in waitiii;; to ( buen b'n deii<|uo'i 

What will the Rue de Varcnne.s, the Uiu- Saint-l ioiiuni<]ue 

say, in those exclusive salons to which her nianiary; with 
Herbert had only admitted her at grand receiition.s, hut; lujver 
in intimacy ! Her little worldly fanc\" was already travelling 
in an imaginary court. She thought of the vi.siting cards she 
would have made, all the new ’ toilettc.s, a dres.s’in Ilh rian 
colours, with ro.settes to match for her horses’ heads. But the 
King was speaking near her. 

“This is our first meal in the; land of (.•xile,” he said in a 
half-serious tone, designedly emphatic. “I wish tin; table to be 
gay and surrounded by all our friends.” 

And, seeing the frightened looI< of tlic general at this 
sudden invitation : 

“Ah ! yes, if-s true, etiquette, form— goodness ! we have 
since the siege, and the' head of our house- 
hold will find many reforms to maki;. On!)- 1 beg that they 
Shall not begin till to morrow.” ‘ 

At that moment the viaitre d’hotel announced their Al.ajes- 
ties dinner. _ The princess was already risiiig, full of pride 
to take Christian s arm j but he went and olhwed it tn the 
yueen, and, without troubling about the others, broke into the 
dining-room. All the ceremonial of the court h.ad not 
remained, whatever he said, at the bottom of the Rafnisa 
casemates. 

transition froni sunlight to artifieial light .struck the 
pests as they enped. Despite the lustre, the eaiul.-labra, 
tp large lamps placed on the siclebor.ls, it wa.s riifficult to .see 

A k' out before its time, huri left a 

dubious twilight on things. What added to this gloomy 

and disproportion of the table with 
the small numpr of gue.sts, a table that had been sought fot 

the KiL fuSo® ’ demands of eti<iuettc, at which 

IrilhnH ^ and Queen sat together at one of the end.s without 
anybody at. their sides or opposite. This filled the little 
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Princess cle Rosen with astonishment and admiration. In 
the last clays of the ICnipire, when admitted to a dinner at the 
Tuileries, " she wcdl nuneinbenxl seeing the Emperor and 
Empress sitting oposite <>ne another, bourgeois fashion, like 
any ordinary folk, at their wedding breakfast. ^'Ah ! 

there you arc? !’^ she said to herself, closing her fan with a 
decisive gesture a.nd laying it near her, beside her gloves* 
^'Legitimacy ! thaLs the thing 1” 

Th('‘. Ihouglit cha!i'«;ed in Iwr eytfs this species of ill-assorted 
Ublr sight <»f which recalled the splendid inns of 

the Itali.'ui ('<»rni< lua l i'twcen Monaf:o and San Remo, at the 
beginning nf th(‘ .scas*m, wluui the. troops of tourists have not 
yet arrived. I'he. ;;mu' nu'dley cd' people and toilettes — » 
Christian in a sh< 'ot iu'giarkct/ the Queen m her travelling 
dress, Her! Ku1 and his wife, in bculcvard costiunes, the Frand-s- 
can rolH^ of h'athrr AfiditHg tlu; Qneevds chaplain, rubbing 
against the gTiU’raTs st‘nii unifcHTU. Nothing, in fact, could be 
les.s itn|KKsinM.'. *i hta«‘ \\'as f*nly gratidmir in one thing, the 
chaplain’s [n‘a\‘er, !nvnkini»‘ a heavenly hl(\ssing on the first 
meal in exile, , 

^U'},Noe sufims MiUipiuri die iu exiiio^^ said the 

monk, with hancis orthd.rcp jus! ; and theme slowly-recited words 
seemed to [inriloiit; to a tar dislunt date King Christian’s brief 
holiday. 

'‘Atnen I” rrpHed tht* dethroned monarch in a grave voice, 
as if. iii the l.atin of the C1uin h, he had at last felt the thou- 
sand brokoft botHk., ^nill a,li\‘e and puivering, which the 
banislied of age draw after them, like u|itorn trees their 

living' nH>ts. 

But lh(^ strongest imprrssinns tlid not hokl long with this 
caressing atid polite Slavic nature. He had hardly sat down 
when her nj^umt^d his gaining his absent air, and began talking 
a great drab .setting out, from regard for the Parisian lady,^ to 
speak French very rorrectly, but with a slight .Italian lisp^ 
that S!iiit*d his laugh wvll lie redated various incidents of the 
siege in a ecurueaily lun’oii: tone $ the establishment of the court 
in the casemates/ the stntiige appearanae of the governess, 
Marcjiiise Ffeonorc dc: Sdvis, with her green/eathered. 
toque and her ptaiik I'hat innocent lady was happily ^dining 
in her pupirs room atid did not hear the laughter raised by 
the King’s jcHls. 1 hen Ik^scovich and his herbpiim served 
him as a butt. I !e seemed to .wish to revenge himself for the 
seriousness of circumHiaiices by means of boyish tomfoolery 
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The Aulic Councillor Boscovich, a small man, of no particufat 
age, timorous and gentle, with rabbit's e>-es, that always looked 
sideways, was a learned jurisconsult, very passionate about 
botany. At Ragusa, the law courts being closed, he spent his 
time in botanising, under bomb fire, in the ditches of the for- 
tifications; the quite unconscious heroism of a mind quite 
absorbed in its mania, which, arriid the huge calamities of his 
country, was solely preoccupied about a magnificent herbariuoi 
that had remained in the hands of the Libera Is. 

_ “You may fancy, my poor Boscovich,” said Christian, to 
inghten him, “what a fine bonfire they must have made of 
those heaps of dried flowers — unless the Republic, being very 
poor, should have decided to cut new capes for its militia out 
of your large sheets of grey blotting-paper.” 

The councillor laughed with the rest, but with frightened 
looks, With the. words, “Ma chc—ma che^’ which betrayed his 
■childish fears. 

charming the King is [ What wit ! and what eyes !“ 
thought the little princess, towards whom Christian kept 
sending every instant, as if to diminish tjie distance which 
ceremony placed between them. 


It was a pleasure to see her expand under the evident com- 
piaisance of his august look, play with her fan, with little cries 
_ tow back her supple figure, on which her laughter [lahiitated 
in sounding and visible waves. The Queen, by her attitude 
the intimate conversation with her neighbour, the old duke* 
^emed to isolate herself from this overflowing merriment. 
Alnce or twice, when the siege was talked of, she .said a few 
words, _ and each time to display the King's bravery, his 
strategical knowledge, then she resumed her aloofness. In a 
low voice the general asked after the persons of the court his 
Old companions who, more lucky than himself, had followed 
eir princes to Ragusa. Many had remained there, and, as 
Kosen mentioned each name, one heard the Queen answering 
in her serious voice: “Dead! Dead !”-a funeral note 
sounding the knell of these so recent losses. Ncverthe!e.ss’ 

returned to the drawing-room. 

talked to her with that affectionate 
thp ni-P ” ^ ^ ° attract -sympathiiier.s, which resembled 

strong -Hlcnder fingers but 

Then sudfiy ^ 3^°“ beneficent energy. 



THE FIRST DAY 

“Come and see Zara tn bed, princess.” 

At the end of a Ion',' corridor, encumbered, like the rest of 
the apartment, with piled-up bo.Kti,s, open trunks overflowing 
with linen and thiiio's, in the great di.sorder of arrival, was the 
room of the little in-ince, ligliled by a shaded lamp, which lit 

up the bluish bed curtains. 

A .servant was sleei>ing, seated on a trunk, her head 
wrapped in a white coif and tlu: piiikbordered handkerchief 
that comlctes the; lutadp.car of 1 );^linaliaa woman. 

Near tlu; tal lie the ; Inverness, re.sting- lightly on her elbow 

an ojien book oii lu-r knees, was also .suffering from the 
soporific inilueuee of lier nsadiitg, and retained, even in sleep, 
the romantic and seiitinieulal air which the King mocked at .so 
much. TIk: ( jiieen’?, entiA- did not awake her ; but the little ' 
prince, at the fuNt inovement of the mosquito net which 
covered his 1 n ■! 1, st i el< hed i mt his hands and tried to sit up, with 
wide-open eyes and empty iiaze. For .some months he had 
been so used to being awakened at night, hurriedly dressed for 
flight or departure, to seeiiip; arround liira, on awakening, new 
places and new fares, that liis sleep had lo.st its healthy con- 
tinuity, and was no longer that ten hour’s journey to the land 
of dreams which children accomplish with the continuous, 
regular, almost impcrceplible breathing of their lilttle half-open 
mouths. 

“Good-nip, ht, mama," he murmured, "have we got to be off 
again ?" 

One felt, ill this le igiu dand touching exclamation, how 
much the t hild bad snili iei 1 and how much too much it had 
been fur him. 

“No, no, m>‘ darlinp,, we are safe iMW. Goto sleep. You 
must go to sleep," 

^ “Oh ! all right thttn. I shall go hack to the glass moun- 
tain with the giant Kobisiur, I felt so hapfiy.” 

“Madame Kleunojv's stories disturb his brain,” said the 
Queen softly, "i’unr little fellow I Life is so black for him. 
Only .stoi'i<‘s amiise him. Mtill, we must make up our minds 
to put somcthitig else in his head " 

Whilst sjM-akmg. she shook up the child's pillow put him 
to rest with caressing gestures, just like any simple bourgeoise 
which upset all Cdilette ule Rosen's grandiose ideas about 
royalty, 'fhen, when she bent to kiss her son^ he asked 
her in the ear if it was cannon or the sea he heard rumbling 
fa the distance, The Queen listened a moment to the ccaifused, 
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unceasing rumbling which at times made the walls crack and 

the glass tremble, enveloped the house from top to bottom 

died away and began again, suddenly increased and merged 

in other noises. ^ ^ i » 

“It’s nothing. It’s Paris, my son. Go to sleep. ^ 

And the child, fallen from the throne, who had heard of 
Paris as of a refuge, went to sleep again trustfully, lulled by 

the town of revolutions. , , . 

When the Queen and princess returned to the drawing, 
room they found a young, very distinguished woman standing 
and talking with the King. The familiar tone of the con- 
versation, the respectful distance of the rest of the company, 
■showed she was a personage of importance. The Queeen 


uttered a cry of emotion. 

“Maria !” 

“Frederique \” 

and the same impulse of tenderness threw them into each 

other’s open arms. Herbert de’ Rosen, mutely interrogated by 
his wife, named the visitor. It was the Queen^ of Palermo. 
Rather taller and thinner than her cousin of Illyria, she .seemed 
a few years older. Her black eyes, her black hair, brushed 
back of her brow, her pale complexion, gave her the look of 
an Italian, though she was born at the court of Jtavaria. There 
was nothing German in her but the stiffnc.s.s of her long, flat 
figure, the haughty expression of her .smile and .something 
dowdy, inharmonious, in her dress, which di.stingui.shes woman 
from beyond the Rhine. Frederique, who was an or[»han at 
early age, had been brought up at Munich with her coasin j 
and, though separated by their lives, they had kept a lively 
afiection for each other. 

‘‘You see, I couldn’t wait,” .said the Queen of Palermo, 
holding her hands. “Cecco did not return. Pve come without 
him. he was too long about it ! I’ve thought so often of 
you— of you two ! Oh ! those cannons— Kagusa, I fancied 
I heard them at night from Vincennes. 

“It was only the echo of those of Caserta,” broke in 
Christian, alluding to the heroic attitude of thi.s Queen a few 
years before, exiled and deposed like them.HeIve.s. 

See sighed. 

“Ah, yes, Caserta j we too were left all alone. What a pity ! 
As if all cfvwns ought not to be interdependent. But now 
it’s all over. The world is mad.” 

Then turning to Christian : 
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■ *‘StilI, my compliments, cousin — you fell like a 

‘*0h !^’ poirititig to Frederique, ^‘the true king of 

yg ivyO " - 

A tjc.stiu'i; of slopped his mouth. He bowed, 

smiled, %ii-nt;d on his h<-el. 

‘‘Crune and sInllk!^ liw-hfil !" hi; said to his aide-de-camp. 

And they wi-nt out on the liali'.ony. 

The eveuiny was warm and sjilendid, the light was scarcely 
extingnisheil ill’ the hrillianee of the gas-lamps, where it died 
in blue gleams. 'I he dark mass of the Tuileries chestnuts 
maititain'ed a faiilike hree/e around them, and in the heaven 
above ciuickencd the brightness of the .stars. With this 
background of freslmess, tiiis sjiacc for the noises of the 
crowd tlie Kue de Rivuli lo^t the slilliiig look of Paris streets 
in summer ; hut still oiu: felt the tremendous movement of the 
town people towards tin; Clhamps Elysees, their open-air 
concerts under the tlaring; gas-lights. Pleasure, which winter 
shuts liehind the warm haiig.ing.s of closed windows, was 
singing freely, laug.hiug, amusing itself in flowery hats in 
floating mantillas, in mii'sHu dresses, with white necks clasped 
in black ribbons, illuminale-d by a chance stiect lamp. The 
cafes the iemcream shopr,, overflowed on the pavements with 
sounds of money, I'alls, edinkings of glasses. 

“This Paris is extraordinary,” .said tlhristian of Illyria, 
puffing smoke before him into the shtulc. "The air is different 
from what it is i'!,t nlu-re ; there is .something heady, into.xi- 
cating, when 1 think that at i.eybaehat this hour everything 
is clo.sed, asleep, (txlinggiished.’ 

Theti, in a joyous loiu: : 

“Well, my aide-de camp, I hope I’ll be initiated into the 
Parisian I’.leas'urw,. ^’ou seem to me m fourant, altogether in 

the know." . 

“Yes, monseigntnir;’ said Herbert, ncighuig with gratified 
pride. “At the idub, at the opera— everywhere— -they call me 

‘the King of l offs.’ " , . • r 

And whilst Christian made him explain the rneamng of 
this new word, the two queens, who had gone to Predenques 
room to talk murt! freely, were conver.sing at length 
confidcuce.s, the whispering of which could be heard behind 
the half-closed shuller. In the drawing room ^Father Alphee 
and the old duke were also talking in a low voice. _ 

“He’s rniite right.” said the chaplain, “she'a the king-the 
real king. If you had seen her on horseback, going round 
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the outposts day and night ! At Fort Saint- Ange, when it 
was raining iron, in order to encourage the soldiers, she went 
twice round the top of the trenches, erect and prenid, her 
riding habit on her arm and her whi|.> in lier hand, as if in 
the palace park. You should have seen <>ur sailors, when she 
came down. He, meanwhile, was fooling about hcjaven 
knows where ! Brave ? — yes ! as hnivc as sla^ is ; but no 
no faith. And in order to win heaven, even as to SmOvU one^s 
crown, Monsieur le Due, one must have ta,iih T"* 

The monk was getting excited, swiTiine* in his Ir'iig- robe, 
and Rosen had to calm him. 

‘‘Gently, Father Alphee— Father ;\lplux:'i, cornu ^ come/ 
for he was afraid of Collette hearin:;,:; the.uu 

She had been left to Councillor iloseuvich, \v!io was talking 
to her about his plants, mixing .scientific U‘rins with the minute 
details of his botanical excursions. His coiuan.-siUon .smelt 
of faded herbs and the di.sturl)t'd dust of aw old country 
library. Well, there is so powerful an attraction in greatness, 
the atmosphere it exhale.s intoxicates so str«>ngly and so 
.delightfully certain small natures that are t'a;,;i‘r to breathe it, 
that the young princess, this Princess Colette of society balls, 
races, and first nights, ever in the van of the Ihiris tliat amuses 
itself, smiled her prettiest whilst listening to the coimcillorbs 
dry words. It sufficed her to know that llu: King was talking 
at the window, that two queens were exchangjng’ uimfidences 
in the next room, for the banal hotel drawiug-r- un. in which 
her elegance appeared quite <nit of pla< e, tt» put, cm the 
grandeur, the sad maje.$ty whicli makes so mehui' holy the 
vast halls of Versailles, with their waxeiu-d parquets pHslening 
like their mirrors. She could have risnaiued there, in tuistasy 
till midnight, without moviiug withmit beinp, bored, Imt a 
trifle inquisitive about the long talk beUve*en' ChrioUan and 
her husband. What grave questioas were they discussing ? 
What vast projects for the restoration of the monarchy ? Her 
curiosity redoubled when she saw them !)oth afjpear again, 
their faces livened up, their eyes decided and bright. 

Tm going out with tnonseigueur/ Hcrljcri told Imr in a 
low voice I "'my father will bring' you lionn*/* 

The King approached in turn. 

'‘You mustn^t be. too angry with me, princess. !Iis duties 

are beginning.*b 

, "Every ..instant -.of our lives belongs to your Majesties/ 
answered the young woman, conviticed that it was a question 
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of some important and mysterious measure, perhaps a first 
rendezvous of cons[>irators. Oh ! if she could only join them ! 

Christian had gone towards the Queen's room, but stopped 
near the door. 

"She is crying.” he said to Herbert, turning back. “Good- 
night, I sha’n’t go in.” 

In the street his joy, relief, burst out. He passed his arm 
under his aide-de-camp’s, after lighting a fresh cigar in the 
hotel hall. 

“How good it fetds to go out along to the crowd, to walk 
among them, to be master of one’s words, one’s 
gestures, and when a [)rctty girl passes, to be able to turn 
one’s head without eml)roiiing Europe through it. It's the 
advantage of exile. When I came eight years ago, I only saw 
Paris from the wimlows of the Tuileries, from the top of the 
gala coaches. This time I want to know everything, to go 
everywhere. Sapristi t now I come to think. I’m making 
you walk, walk, and you are lame, my poor Herbert. Wait, 
we'll call a cab. 

The prince tried to protest. His leg did not hurt him at 
all. He felt .strong enough to go as far as that. But Christian 
insisted. 

“No, no, I dori’t want my guide knocked up the first 
night,” 

He hailed a [rassing vehicle which was going towards the 
Place de la Concorde with a clank of strained springs and 
whii>crac.kingK on the animal’s bony spine, jumped in lightly, 
setteled down, rubbing his hands with childlike joy, on the 
old blue cloth cushions. 

"Where are we going, my prince said the cabman, 
without .Hus(>ecting he had spoken .so correctly. 

And Christian of Illyria replied, in the triumphant voice of 
a schoolboy out for a holiday : 

"To Mabillc !” 

A ROYALIST 

Their heatis dose-shaven and bare under a sharp 
Etecember drizsle that rimmed the brown wool of their fiocks 
with needle- t>oints, two monks, wearing the girdle and round 
cowl of the Franciscan order, strode quickly down tJw jnejiue 
of the Rue Monsieur-Ie- Prince. 


a 



THE POPINJAY 

At this early hbur young woman in wrappers and slippers, 
their eyes swollen from sleeplessness, their hair rolled up in j 
net, were crossing the street to get milk for breakfast from the 
dairy, some laughing and running in the street, others, on thi 
other hand, very dignified, balancing their pewter pot, anc 
dragging along their shoes, their faded finery, with the majestic 
indifference of fairy queens ; and as, in spite of ulsters and 
morocco portfolios, hearts twenty years old always follow theij 
age, the students would smile at the fair. “Hullo, Lea.”, “Good 
day, Clemence,” they called from one pavement to the other, 
Appointments were made for the evening ; “At the Medicis,' 
or “At the Louis XI i.” ; and suddenly, at a remark which was 
too strong, or misundestood, one of the girls would break out in 
stupefying wrath in the invariable formula : “Go along wid 
you, you insolent fellow !” Think how the two monks must hav« 
shuddered at the contact of all these young people, turning round 
and laughing as they pas.sed, but laughing discomfitedly, for om 
of the Franciscans, thin, black and dry as a bean, had a terrible 
pirate face beneath his shaggy eyebrows, and his cassock, 
tightened round him by his girdle in big, rough folds, revealed 
the loins and muscles of an athlete. Neither he nor his com- 
panion appeared to notice the street, whose atmosphere they 
shook with their strides ; their eyes were fixed, they were 
absorbed, striving solely to get. to the end of their journey, 
Before reaching the broad staircase descending to the School; 
of Medicine, the elder signalled to the other. 

“It’s here.” 

It was a furnished lodging house of poor appearance in an 
alley, fronted with a green gate with a hell, situated between 
a newspaper shop and a beenshop, bearing on its signboard ; 
“Brasserie du Rialto,” doubtless because the writing was done 
by young ladies in Venetian coiffures. 

“Has M. Elysce gone out ?” asked one of the fathers ai 
they passed the office on the first storey. 

A fat woman, who mu.st have lived in many lodging houses 
before having one on her own account, replied 'lazily from her 
chair, without even consulting the rows of kcy.s : 

‘ Gone out, at this hour ? You had better ask if he has 

come home .r 

Then a glance at the cassocks made her change her tone 
and she pointed out, with much fussiness?, the room of Elvsee 
Meraut : ' 

“No. 36, fifth floor, end of the corridor.” 
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The Franciscans went up, wandered among narrow 
oassaees encumbered with dirty boots and high-heeled 
shoes erey, bronze, fantastic, luxurious or pitiable, 
that told long tales about the lodger’s life ; but they paid no 
attention swept by them in passing, with their rough skirts 
and the cross of their big rosaries, and hardly moved when 
handsome young girl, dressed in a red skirt, with her bar 
chest and arms in a man’s overcoat crossed the landing^ on 
the third floor, leant over the banisters to call out somethi ng 
to the waiter, with a harsh voice and laugh in a singularly 
coarse mouth. However, they exchanged a significant look. 

“If he is the man you say,” murmured the pirate, with a 
foreign accent, “he has selected a strange mt'Ueu." 

The other, the elder man, with a clever, intelligent face, 
smiled with priestly malice and indulgence. 

"Saint Paul among the Gentiles 1” he murmured. 

Reaching the fifth floor, the monks again »'esltated a 
moment, the low ceiling of the sombre staircase hardly allow- 
ing the numbers to be distinguished, and several doors being 
adorned with cards, such as “Mile. Alice, without any other 
indication of profession, an indication that would indeed_ have 
been quite useless, as there were several competitors in the 
same business in the houst; ; and imagine the worthy fathers 
going and knocking by mistake at one of their doors ! 

® “We must call to him, f>arMeu r said the black-browed 
monk, who made the hotel resound with a military emphasised 

“Monsieur Mcraut r _ 

Not less viijorou'S not loss vibrating tnEH tiis snout was tne 

' answer that came from the room at the end of the corridor. And 

»hen they ha.l L. 

So you, Bather Melchior ? No luck ! I thought it was 

a registered letter coming. Come in all the same, reverend 
friends, and make yourselves at home. Sit down if you can. 

There were, imiced, on all the furniture ^oks. new.spapens, 
, reviews, covering and concealing the sordid conventionality 
' oim eighteenth-rate bilging, the discloured tiles, the broken- 
. sofa the everlasting Empire writing-desk, and the three wom- 
. out velvet chairs. On the l>ed printed papers were mixed up 
. with clothes and the thin brown blanket, bundles of j^oofs 
. which the master of the rooms, still m sabred wi^ .big 
marks in coloured pencil This 

the fireless chimney, the dusty naked^s_ 0 / the .were 

.illumined by the light of rteighbowing r<x^ rthe re- 
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go 

flaction of a rainy sky on wet slates, and Meraut's big foreheat 
his bilious, powerful face, received from it the intelligeij 
melancholy brightness which distinguishes certain faces thi 
only met with in Paris. 

"Still my hovel, you see. Father Melchior ! Well, I alighte 
here on my arrival eighteen years ago. I haven’t move 
since. So many dreams, hopes buried in every corner — idej 
that I rediscover under ancient dust. I’m sure that if I le 
this poor room I should leave the best of myself behind. It's] 
so true that kept the room when I went away — ” 

_ "To be sure, yes, your journey ?” said Father Melchioi 
with a little wink at his companion. ‘ 

I thought you had gone away for long. What happened! 
Didn't the place suit you ® 

“Oh ! so far as concerns the place.” answered Meraut 
shaking his mane, "it could be finer. The pay of a ministel 
plenipotentiary, lodged in the palace, hor,ses, carriages 
servants. Everyone charming to me, the Emperor th« 
Empress, the Archduckes. Spite of it all, I was bored, i 
wanted Paris, especially the Quartier Latin, the air we breathe! 
here, light, vibrant and young, the Odeon galleries, the new 
book looked at standing with two fingers— or the hniit for oMi 
books ; those books heaped up on the parapets of the quays 
like a rampart sheltering studious Paris from the futility and 
egoism of the rest of it. And then that's not all"— here his 
voice grew more serious-'-you know my ideas, Father! 
Melchior. You know what was my ambition in accepting that 
subaltern positioh I wanted to make a king of that little 
man, a really kingly king, such as we never see now ; to raise 
him.^mould him cut him for the great role which overpowers, 
crushes thetn all, like the mediaival armour that remains in tS 

Ah STwLr T Hhouldcm and chests. 

^ ofX-were Liberak 

nay friend— reformers, rnen of progress and new ideas—dreadfS 

if monarchy is conderaS 
J had better die fighting, wrapped In its flag, than end to* 
doterd's amj-chair propelled by some parliament With m! 

come -trom y Wiiat does thts savage intend to do to ? TIim 

He spoke in a strong, full voice, with a metallic southern 
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accent ; and as he spoke he looked transfigured. His head 
was large and ugly, with a big forehead overshadowed by a 
mass of black hair variegated with a white tuft, a thick, broken 
nose, a strong mouth without any beard that might have 
hidden it, for his skin had the wrinkles, cracks, hardness, of hot 
volcanic earth ; yet all this was wonderfully illumined by 
passion. 

"So you are disgusted at great people?” went on the old 
monk, whose insinuating, muffled voice formed so great a 
contrast to that explosion of cloiiuence. 

'Surely !” replied the other energetically. 

“Still, all kings are not alike. I know one to whom your 
ideas ” 

*No, no, Father Melchior. I’ve done with that. I don't 
want to try again. If I saw monarchy near, I should be too 
afraid of losing my loyal ism.’' 

After a silence the artful priest took a round about way to 
carry back his thoughts by a different door. 

“Did this absence of six months do you harm, Meraut ?” 

. 'No, not much. To begin with, the uncle Sauvadon has 
remained true to me— you know Sauvadon, my Bercy 
millionaire. As he meets a number of people at his niece's, 
the Princess clc Rtjsen, ami wants to be able to share in the talk, 
he has engaged me to give him three times a week what he 
calls ‘ideas aiiout things.’ The rlear man is charming in his 
simplicity, his confulcuce ‘Monsieur Meraut, what ought I 
to think about this hook ?’’ ‘Kxecrable’, 'Still, I thought... 

I heard the other night at the Princess's ' Tf you have an 

opinion, my presence here is useless.’ ‘No, no, my dear friend, 
you kmW well I have no opinion.’ The fact is, he is absolutely 
without one, atul accepts blindfold everything I say. I am 
his thinking material- When 1 went away, he spoke no more 
for want of idca.s And when I returned, you should have seen 
him throw himself on me! I have also two Wallachians to 
whom I give le.ssons in political law. Then some little jobs. 
I'm finishing at this moment a ‘Memorial of the Siege of 
Ragro.’ after authentic documents. There is not much of my 
writing in it, except a final chapter, with which I’m rather 
pkasea. I've got the proofs here. Would yon like me to 
read it f I call it ‘Europe without Kings’ !” _ 

Whilst he read his Royalist pronouncement, stirring himself 
to tears, the awakening of the lodging house surrounded^ them 
with the laughter of youth, gaiety blended with tiie clinking of 


it IT HE POPINJAY 

plates and glasses, with the broken, wooden notes of an old 
piano -an astonishing contrast which the Franciscans hardly 
noticed, absorbed in the delight of hearing his powerful and 
brutal defence of royalty ; the fall one, especially, quivering, 
stamping, restraining cries af enthusiasm, with an energetic 
gesture that threatened to crush his chest with his folded arms. 
The reading finished, he got up, strode about, overflowing with 
gestures, with words. 

“Yes, that’s good ; that’s true ; the divine legitimate, 
absolute right. No more parliaments ; no more pleaders ; to 
the devil with the whole lot,” and his glance burnt and blazed 
like a faggot of the Holy Brotherhood Father Melchior, who 
was more calm, congratulated Meraut on hi.s book. 

“I hope you will sign it.” 

"No more than the others. You well know. Father 
Melchior, that my sole ambition is for my ideas. The book 
will be well paid. Uncle Sauvadon got me this windfall, but 
I would have written it for nothing quite willingly. It’s so 
fine to record the annals of that royalty in its agony, to listen 
to the failing breath of the old world, dying with out-worn 
monarchies ; there, at least, is a fallen king, who has given 
them all a proud lesson— a hero that Christian — there i.s among 
those daily notes the account of a walk he took beneath the 
bombs at Fort Saint-Ange. Marvellous 1” 

One of the fathers bowed his head. He knew better than 
anybody the truth about that heroic display and that still 
heroic lie ; but a will higher than his had ordered discretion. 
He contented himself with making a .sign to his companion, 
who rose, and suddenly said to Meraut : 

“Well, it’s for that hero’s son that I’ve come here— with 
Father Alphee, almoner of the court of Illyria. Will you 
undertake the instruction of the royal child ?“ 

“You won’t have a palace or grand coaches with us,* con- 
tinued Father Alphee .sadly, “nor the Imperial generosities of 
the court of X — . You will serve cieposefi princes around 
whom an exile that has already Ia.sted more than a year, and 
threatens to last longer, has thrown gloom and solitude — your 
ideas are ours— the King has certainly had some itch towards 
Liberalism, but he has recognised its nullity since its fall. The 
Queen-rthe Queen is sublime — ^you will see her." 

“When?* asked the visionary, suddenly enthralled again 
by his chimera of making a King by his genius, just as a writer 
compwes hts work. 
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And an early meeting was agreed upon on the spot. 

Elysee Meraut was the son of a Languedoc weaver, whose 
father, grown ambitious for him, had sent him to the Papel 
school which was kept by one of those Spanish refugees who 
filled the southern towns of France after the capitulation of 
Marotto. It was in the quarter of the Boucheries, in a tumble- 
down mouldy house, in the shadow of the cathedral, as was 
shown by its small mildewed windows, and the crevices of its 
walls. Little Papel had a huge, greasy face, shaded by a 
white cap pressed down on his eyes to hide a big, swollen blue 
vein which divided his forehead from his eyebrows at the 
beginning of the hair, and resembled one of Velasquez’s 
dwarfs. Brutal, too, and cruel, still he kept in his big skull a 
prodigious store of ideas, a living and luminous encyclopaedia, 
shut in, as it were, by an obstinate Royalism, like a bar on his 
forehead, which was symbolised by the abnormal swelling of 
tha strange bloodvessel 

It was bruited about iu the town that the name of Papel 
concealed another, and more famous one, that of a follower 
of Don Carlos celebrated for his ferocious way of waging war 
and varying death. Being so near the Spanish frontier, his 
shameful glory embarrassed him. and obliged him to live 
anonymously. What truth was there in the story J During' 
the many years he wa.s with his master Elysee, although he' 
was M. Papel's favourite pupil, never heard the terrible dwarf 
say a wor<l, never saw him receive a visit or a letter that could 
confirm his suspicions Only, when the child became a man,' 
when he had finished his studies, and the question arose of 
sending him to Paris, M. Pai)el gave him several letters of 
introduction to the chiefs of the Legitimist party— heavy 
letters, seated with mysterious coats of arms — which seemed 
to confirm the legend of the disguised Carlist. _ 

At twenty Elysee Meraut reached Paris, boiling over'Wjithf 
exalted. convictions, in which the blind, Royalist devotiori o 
his father was fortified by the Spaniard’s militant fanaticism. 
He was received l>y the party like a traveller getting into a 
first-class carriage at night, when everyone had settled down 
in his corner to sleep. This black-eyed enthusiast, with his 
thin, leonine head, accentuating every syllable, every period,- 
by forcible gestures, pos8e.s8ing in himself, in all readiness, 
dash of a Sulcau, the daring of a Cadoudal, caused astonish- 
ment, mingled with fright, in the party. He was |th<?u^t 
(kngerous, disquieting. He soon disoivcred tiiat. was too 
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young, too active for these ghosts of old France. Moreover 
the Imperial Epopee was then in full swing, and the army 
returning from battles in Italy, were flying their victorious 
eagles in the bouelvards. Still, his royalism was not quenched, 
but it broadened in thought, since action was no longer possible. 
He dreamt of writing a book about it, to set down his convic- 
tions, his beliefs, which he wanted to utter and to spread in 
the great Paris he hoped to convince. Hi.s plan was at once 
drawn up : he would make a living by giving les.son.s, and they 
were soon found ; he would write his book in the 
intervals, which required much more time. Soon after he had 
been offered and accepted the post of tutor at the court 
ofX . 


G^apiar ST^raa 
THE COURT AT SAINT-MANDE 


The temporary establishment at the Hotel de.s Pyramides 
had la.sted three months — six months — with the almost un- 
packed_ trunks, the half-unstrapped bags, the disorder and 
uncertainty of an encampment. Every day excellent news 
arrived from Illyria. On a new soil, without routes, where it 
had neither past nor hero, the Republic was not getting on. 
The people were tired of it, regretted their princes, and 
Calculations of infalliable certainty declared to the exile.s : 
"Hold yourselves ready— to-morrow’s the day." Nt>t a nail 
was fixed in the rooms, not a piece of furniture was moved 
without the hopeful cry ; “It’s not worth while." However! 
the exile continued, and the Queen .soon und<!mtood that thir 
staying in a hotel, amid a whirlwind of strangers, a flight of 
birds of passage of every feather, would be contrary to the 
(Hgnity of their rank. Tent was struck, a house was bought 
they settled down. From a nomad the exile grew into a 


It was at Saint-Mande, in the Avenue Daumesnil, at the 
top of the Rue Herbillon, in that part which .skirts the wood 
bordered by elegant liuildings, pretty gatc-s, affording views of 
sanded gardens, of rounded flights of steps, lawns that lend 
the illusiomof a corner of the Avenue of the Bois de Boulogne. 
In one of these the King and Queen of Palermo, wbo 

excitements and luxurious quarters of society. The Duchess 
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Malines, the Qoeeii of Palermo's sister, had come to join her 
at Saint-Maode, and the two easily attracted their cousin to 
that quarter Apart from questions of friendship, Frederique 
desired to be away from the merry-making of Paris to protest 
against modern society and the prosperity of the Republic, to 
avoid that curiosity which attaches to well-known people, and 
which seemed to Iier an insult to their calamity. The King 
had at first exclaimtjd against the remoteness of the house, but 
he soon made it a pn'text for long absences and later returns. 
Finally, to crown all, living was less dear there than anywhere 
else, atid they could Ik^ et}uall)^ comfortable at small expense. 

The white liouso, three storeys high, flanked by two turrets, 
overlooked the wood jkto-is the trees of its little park, whilst 
towards the Rue llerbillon, between the offices and the con- 
servatories facing each other, was a lareg round courtyar d, 
gravelled to Uic doorsteps, which was surmounted by a 
marquee, supported, like a lent, by two 1 >ng inclined 
lances. 'I'en horses in the stables ; carriage horses, riding 
horses — tlic liueen rode every day* — the liveries in Illyrian 
colours, wiggc<! and [jowdered, with a hall porter whose 
halberd and golden shoulderd)elt were as legendary at Saint- 
Amande and at Vincennes as the wo xlenlegof old Daumesnil ; 
all this gave an air of suitable and almost fresh luxury. It 
was, incleed, scarcely morr than a year since Tom Levis had 
improvised with all its scenery and accessories, the princely 
stage on which is to Uc. f)iayed the historic drama we are 
relating. Yes, Tom Levis— -in spite of misgivings, of re- 
pugnance, they had to go t > him. 

AIth«nigh their life was restricted, however, it occurred to 
Christian, more cjxperienced thatt P'reclerique, to be astonished 
at their relative comfort 

'"This Rijsen is wcaulerful, I really donT know how he 
contrives to manage with the little we have/'^ 

Then he addral, laughing ; 

^‘Anyhow, we may be sure that he does not pay out any of 
his own money 

The fact is, that in Illyria Rosen was synonymous with 
Harpagom Even in Paris the reputation for stinginess had 
followed the duke, and was confirmed by his serfs marriage, 
which was arranged by a sf>ecial agency,^ and which aU the 
charm of the iiltle Sauvadon could not hinder from being a 
sordid misaiimmi Still, Rosen was rich. The old Pandour 
who ofcrried all his tmmiom md predatory instincts -written 
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in his bird of prey profile, had not made war with the Turks ■ 
and Montenegrins only for glory. With each campaign his 
waggons returned full, afld the magnificent hotel he occupied 
at the end of the Ile-Saint-Louis, close to the Hotel Lambert 
was choke-full with precious things, Oriental tapestry, mediaevai 
furniture, triptychs of massive gold, reliquaries, embroidered • 
stuffs, the booty of convents or harems, heaped up in a suite of 
reception-rooms, opened only once for the marriage of Herbert 
and the fairy fete paid for by Uncle Sauvadon. * 

The arrival of his sovereigns, the nomination of all the 
Rosens to posts in the small court, had slightly changed the 
old duke’s habits. Firstly, the young people had come to live 
with him, their establishment in the ParcSS^Monceaux, a regular ' 
modern cage with gilt bars, being too far from Vincennes. 
Every morning at nine, in all weathers. Princess Colette was 
ready for the rising of the Queen, and got into the carriage . 
with the general, in that river fog which on winter and summer 
mornings lasts till midday at the point of the island, like a veil 
on the magic scenery of the Seine. At this hour Prince - 
Herbert tried to win back a little of the sleep lost in arduous ' 
night duty, since King Christian had ten years of provincial 
life and conjugal curfew to make up for, and was so reluctant 
to leave nocturnal Paris that, after the closing of the theatres • 
and the cafes, he found it delightful, on leaving his club, to- 
roam about the deserted boulevards, dry and echoing, or 
glistening with water, along the line of the gas- lamps. 

On reaching Saint-Mande, Colette went up to the Queen. ^ 
jffhe duke established himself in a pavilion within reach of the ; 
jpervants and tradespeople. His avarice was such that, although 
not paying on his own account, each time he had to give out 
money his face would contract with a nervous movement of his 
wrinkles, as if they had been pulled with the string of a bag, 
In spite of everything, he contrived to be always ready, and 
to provide, with the modest resources of the Prince of Illyria, 
for the waste inevitable in a big house, for the Queen’s chari- 
ties, the King’s bounties, even for his pleasures, which were an 
Item m the Budget, for Christian II. had kept word with him- 
r'lf spending his time of exile joyou.sly. He led the 
idle, full life of the gilded youth. In the afternoon he was at 
tennis orskating, then the Bois, a visit towards evening to a- 
certain chtc boudoir, whose luxuriousness and excessive freedom 
oi speech suited him ; in the evening the small theatres, the 
green room, the club, and especially gambling. He hardly^ 
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ever went out with the Queen, except on Sundays, to take her 
to the Church of Saint- Amande, and, except at meals scarcely 
saw her He was afraid of her reasonable, straight charact , 
always 'occupied with duty, whose contemptuous coldness 
worried him like a visible conscience. It was a recall to his 
SpoSiMitics as a king, to the -n^bitions . he wanted to 
forget • and, too weak to openly repel against her m 
Sfnktion; he preferred to flee, to lie, to keep away^^ 
her side Frcdericiue knew so well his Slav temperament, 
J »ft, libruUn,; (rail ; ba1 had so many 

times to forgive this child-man's vagaries who retamed the 

grace the laughter, even the capricious cruelty of childhoo . 

She had so often seen him on his knees before her, after one 
of those escapades, in which he risked “Ind ' 

dignity, that she was utterly discouraged by him a - ^ » 

as a man. though there rema ned some respect for the 
King. And the struggle had endured nearly ten y , 
although in appearance they were perfectly united. 

It was on a rainy winter morning that H y. „ 
the royal child his fir.st lesson, i here were ^^6 

nn the table a light like that of a work or class room, me 

mother simply dressed in black, 

figure, a small lacquer work-table wheeled in front of 

the ma.ster and pupil equally „ jnjttS boy 

Elysee received a fantastic imiiression 

old-looking and sickly, his forehead iw in him a 

bore the six hundred years of his ra. e > _ and said to 

predestined chief, a leader of P® P > 

him serioasly, his voice . y^u must learn 

“Monseigneur, you will one day be a k g , y 
what a king is ; listen to me carefully, look at ^ r«oect 
what my iwnith does not express clearly enough, the re p 

to intelligence, 

hefelthimsdi™veloped.nthaymf^^^ 

gardene^ P q btsnt over her embroidery. 
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despairingly expecting for years, which harmonised with her 
most secret thoughts, called them forth, stirred them up So 
long had she dreamed alone ! There were so many things she 
had not known how to say, and now Klvset; had given her the 
formula. In his presence from the first day, she felt like an 
unknown musician, an unrealised artist in the presence of the 
masterly executant of his work. Her vaguest feelings about 
this grand idea of royalty took form and were magnificently 
yet very simply expressed, since a child, quite a little child' 
could almost understand them. Whilst she gazwl at this man 
his big features animated by faith and do(]uencc. she .saw in 
contrast Christian’s pretty, indolent face, his irrcMi'iitc smile. 
She heard the eternal “What use ?’ of all those ricthroned 
kings, the chatterings of princely boudoirs. And it was this 
plebeian, this weaver’s son— who.se history .she knew— who 
had gathered together the lost tradition, pre.scrved the relics 
and the shrine, the sacred fire whose flame was visible on his 
brow at that moment. Ah 1 if Christian had been like that, 
they would be still on the throne or would both have vanished 
buried under its ruins. 


J.\oon came and the lesson was still going on. In the 
principd drawing-room where the little court gathered every 
morning at lunch hour, they began to whisper, to be astonished 
at the absence of the King and Queen Some ill temper, 
caused by hunger and the idleness of waiting for the meal 
mingled in the talk. Boscovich, pale with cold and hunger’ 
wno tor the last two hours had been searching the hushes for 
some latefluwering plant, was thawing his hands before the 
high white marble chimney, altar-shajwd. on which Father 
Alphee sometimes said a private Mass on Sunday.s. The 
maiqmse, majestic and stiff on the edge of a sofa, in a green 
hfess, carried her head high with a tragic air, whilst im- 
wao Prince.ss Colette. The poor woman 

and should have been taken from her 

h?m ^ a wretched person -she had seen 

^ him^toat morning crossing the courtyard. 

mad looks 

^ discovered him,'' 

absendy^ say he is very clever.” remarked the princess 

neeJhL°^k[nff^f s* t" k clever— very clever— what 

£ &ti<Sa^ r ^ up with Greek and Latin 
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“No no, tny dear, such an education requires a special 
knowled’^e/ I possess it. I was ready, I’ve studied the Abbe 
Disuet’s treatise on "Ihe Education of a Prince. I know by 
heart the different methods he points out for knowing men, 
those for keeping away llatterers. The first are six in number, 
the second scvitn. iliey come in this order 

And she began to lepeat them to the princess, who, tired, 
out of humour, did not lisbm. The sound of a carriage on the 
gravel announceil the aide-de-camp's arrival. Well, here was 

someone at least. it i ■ j j i 

“How late you come for orders, Herbert, said the duke 

^"^^The' prince, although a big fellow, was always in fear of his 
father, and reddened, stammering some excuses— -awfully 
sorry— not his fault — on duty all night. ... 

“That’s why the King is not down yet,” said the princess . 

A severe look from the duke shut her mouth. The King’s 


conduct concerned nobody. . . , 

“Go up quick, sir, his Maje.sty must be waiting for you.” 
Plerbert obeyed, after having tried to get a smile from_ his 
well-loved Colette, whose ill temper, far from being pacified 
by his arrival, made her sulk on the sofa, her pretty curls disa- 
rranged and her blue dres.s crumpled in hei childish irritation. 

“Weil, what is it now ?” she asked, in a low, impertinent 
tone, on seeing him reapi-iear, hi.s face upset. 

“The King has not returned.” t - 

These few words of Herbert had the effect of an electric 


discharge in the drawing- room. ... c 

Colette, very pale, with tears in her eyes, was the first to 

recover speech. 

“Is it possible ? ’ 

And the duke, in a curt voice : 

“Not returned— why wasn't I told 

hope oothiog^s hcippeocd to hiiHj^ said the pnneess in 

extraordinary excitement. , . j .. 

But I Icrbcrt calmed her. Lebeau, the valet, had^ 
hour since with the portmanteau. He would certainly have 


In the ensuing silence, the same disquieting thought came 
over all, which the Duke de Rosen suddenly expressed : 
“What will the Queen say r 
And Boscovich suggested, trembling : 

‘•His Majesty had probably informed her.' 
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■ sure not " asserted Colette ; because the Queea saii 

a short while ago, she would introduce the new tutor to i 
King at lunch/^ 

And, quivering, she added between her teeth, loud enoti^ 
to be heard : 

know what I should do in her place.” 

The Duke turned indignantly, with flaming eyes, towardi 
this little and was probably going to give her; 

sharp lesson on respect to monarchy, when the Queei 
appeared, followed by Elysee, who led his royal pupil by fe 
hand. All rose. Frederiquc, with a beautiful smile of happi 
ness, which had not been seen for a long time, presented M 
Meraut. Oh, the mocking, haughty bow of the marquise ; sb 
had been rehearsing it for a week The princess was unabl 
even to make a gesture ; from pale she became purple, as sh 
recognised in the new rnaster the strange, tall youth by whos! 
side she had lunched at her uncle's, and who had write 
Herbert’s book. Was he there by chance or some devilisi 
plot ? What disgrace for her husband, what a new source i 
ridicule if his literary deception were found out! She m 
a trifle reassured by Elysee’s cold salute, who must, neverthe 
less, have certainly recognised her. ^^He's a sharp fellow/ 
she thought. Unfortunately, Herbert's clumsiness compromisej 
everything. He was astounded at seeing the tutor, and tfe 
familiar handshake he gave him, with a ^^Good-morning, hoi 
are you f ’ 

"So you know monsieur ?” inquired the Queen, who to, 
through her chaplain, the history of the "Memorial/ and smilei 
not without some malice. 

But she was far too kind to amuse herself long with th 
cruel sport 

"The King has certainly forgotten us,” she said, "so go oi 
and tellhim, M. de Rosen." 

They had to confess the truth that the King was not in thi 
that he had spent the night out, and to inform her aboii 
the portmanteau. It was the first time this had happened, 
and they expected an outb u r st from her ard e n t and haughf}' 
mture, the more so that the presence of a stranger aggravated 
the offence. She remained calm. She just said a few word! 
to the aide-de-camp, asking when he had last seen Christian. 

^ Atout three in the morning, his Majesty was walkinj 
down the bouleyarfs with; Monseigneur the Prince d'Axel.” 


THE KING MAKES MERBl $1 

true*— I forgot They had something to talk 


was deceived. Everyone knew the Prince 
^ what kind of conversation that degraded Royalty 


iO 

one fitow^v J^ecovered her serenity. No 

d'Ajcel, ^ ^ 

WSS |^C3'0'Cl fc)^ 
r“T3i- ^ f* * 

tier ^ l^nch," said Frederique, rallying with a sovereign 
show^ to the tranquillity she forced herself to 

into the dining-room, 
to there. And suddenly, 

^ Count de Zara, who was following the whole 

big eyes, and the intelligent air of a sickly and 
I ®he said, with a deep, almost respectful tender- 

ness, c . Otis smile he did not recognise in her: '‘Come, sire/* 


Q/iapi^r ^our 
THE KING MAKES MERRY 

I I IKEE o-'clock in the morning at the Church of Saint- 

Louis-eii-rn^^ 

E five I Opened in silence and darkness the Hotel de Rosen 
sleep?; i n all thi^ weight of its heavy old stones, of its massive 
archeci |?ates, with their antique knocker ; and behind the 
closeci^ shutters, the darkened mirrors only reflect the sleep of 
ceoliirie.% a sleep of which the light paintings on the ceilings 
appear the ci reams, and the murmur of the neighbouring water 
the tio^iqual, fleeting breathing. But what sleeps best in the 
whole is the form of Prince Herbert, returned from the 

dub, 5;earcel]^ a quarter of an hour ago, exhausted, broken 
down* Ciirsingr ^js harassing existence as a man about town in 
spite c^f hitnsolf^, which deprives him of what he loves most in 
the world, his horses and his wife ; the horses, because the 
Kinfj riches oot take any pleasure in active life, in the open air 
of th€t sportsnian ; his wife, because the King and Queen, 
liviiiil' much, apart from one another, only seeing and meeting 
at lne^l.l*timc:s, the aide-de-camp and dame of honour followed 
them each separately. The princess goes to Saint.Mandelong 
beft^rr^ her husband is awake ; at night, when he returns, she is 
alrea^ly sleeping, her door bolted. And if he complains, 
Colef te replies majestically, with a little smile at the corner of 
her ciimples : ' “We surely owe our prince this sacrifice/^ 

Soinetimes, when he is exhausted, like to-night,. Collette’s 
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husband finds some comfort in stretching himself out in his 
bed, without conjugal explanations, in resuming his bacheloi 
habits, with his head wrapped in a huge silk foulard. Hardly 
is he in bed, however, than he is suddenly aroused by the 
painful feeling of a light coming and going btdore his eyes, o( 
a little shrill voice at his ear ; 

“Herbert.” 

“What 1 who's there ?” 

“But do be^quiet, my goodness ! It’s me ; it’s dolette.” 

It is indeed Colette standing before his lied, her dre.ssing. 
gown open at the throat, short sleeves showirrg her arms, her 
hair turned up so as to leave hare the nape of her necli, 
a little nest of curls; the glimmer of her little lamp 
makes her eyes look larger, which are wi<h;ned by a 
serious expression, but suddenly amused, as she notices the 
bewilderment of Herbert, who ap[K!ars silly enough. Th« 
jesting mood, however, does not last long. She gravely plac« 
her lamp on the table with the determined air of a woman who 
intends to make a scene ; and, without regard for the prince*! 
sleepiness, she begins, arms folded, her little hands meetii^ 
the dimples of her elbows. 

“Now, do you believe this is living — thi.s f Coming hotnt 
every day at four in the morning 1 Is it proper ? A marriti 
man !” 

“But, my dear, it’s not my fault, I shouhi be only too 
glad to return earlier to my little Colette, my darling wife 
whom I—” 

Saying this he tries to draw nearer the .snowy dressing- 
gown, whose whiteness tempts him ; but he i.s coldly repelled, 

“I’m not ready bothering about you. I know you well- 
you, you’re a big simpleton, incapable of the least— I .should 
like to see it otherwise. But it’s the King in his jmitioni 
Think of the scandal of such behaviour ! Even if he were free 
a bachelor. Bachelors must amuse themsel vs— though, in hi! 

case, his rank, his dignity a.s in exile " ( Oh 1 how littli 

Colette raises herself on the high heels of her .slipiKTs to tall 
of thedignity of exile.) “But he’s married. And I doni 
understand that the Queen— she has no blood in her veini 
that woman.’’ 

'Conetef 

'^es, yes, I know. You are like your father. Everythin! 
the Queen does — ^well, I think she% as guilty as he is* Itfi 
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who has brought him to it by her coldness, her in- 

=»renc6* 

‘‘The Queen is not cold. She is proud." 

"Bah r Arc you proud when you love f If she loved him, 
first night ho spent outside would be the last. She should’ 
espolusi, threatened, asserted her rights. No one is so 
arclly silent in the presence of faults that kill. So the 
g now spends all his nights on the boulevard, in the club, 

1 the Prince d’Ax'cl, Cxod knows in what company !” 

"Colette ! Col.lte !" 

But it was impossible to stop Colette once started. She 
as fluent as every brought up in this stimulating 

is; wheix: even tlu; <lnlls spisik. 

"That wninan loves nothing, I tell you, not even her son. 

- were not so woukl she havt: entrusted him to that savage ? 
jy are killing him with work, the poor little fellow I It 
Tis that at tiight, wh<m iisleej), he recites Latin, a lot of 
f. the marquise told me. The Queen doesn't miss one 
on. 'I'hey aie lianded together agaimst the child. That 
may rcigi) ! hut they’ll have killed him beforehand. Oh ! 
t Meraut, 1 loathe him.” 

"Still, he's a good fe!low~he might have been very 
jgreeal>Ie with the history of that book— he did not say a 
rd.” 

"Keally. Wtdl, I assure you tb.'it when you were congra- 
ited on it l«‘k)rc the Queen she loaked at you with a 
ious smile. Bui you're so .simiile, my po >r Herbert !” 

At her huslaiuPs annoj’cd appearance, who had suddenly 
k: quite red, his mouth pouting like a sulky child, the 
nce.ss fears she has gone too far. But how can he resist 
s pretty woman, silting <m the edge of the bed, her head 
ftiiraetl towaids him, with a imwement full of coquetry. 
It shows off the young, free figure beneath the lace, the 
)ple ruumlness of the m-ck, the enticing and malicious eye 
avetm the lashes i The prince’s honest face soon becomes 
lin amiable, hegilts even to he extraordinarily animated at 
! warm tuch of the Hltle hand which is abandoned to him, at 
j fine,: inliiiiH: uf Ihft lH:l<»vcci wtHnain Oh,, what 4ose she 
nt to know, the little Colette ? Very little, a bit of inforiiw- 
n: has the King any ini.strt»ea, yes or no? Is it the 
ssitm for gamhling which carries him away or onl^ the .taste 
‘ pleasure, for violent distractions ? The aide-de-catnp 
sitates liefore answering, He is afraid of bowg disloyal to 
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his companion. But the little hand is so coaxing, so pressing, 
and so inquisitive, that he no longer resists 

“Well, yes ; the King has a mistress at this moment.” 

CoIettVs little hand becomes damp and cold in his. 

“And who is the mistress asks the young woman in a 
short, panting voice. 

“An actress at the Bouffes— Amy Ferat/' 

Colette knows this Amy Ferat well ; she even thinks her 
atrociously ugly. 

' Oh,” says, Herbert, in excuse, “his Majesty won't keep 
her long/’ . 

Queries Colette, with evident satisfaction : 

'‘Really ?” 

Upon which Herbert, enchanted with his success, ventures 
to touch a satin knot fluttering at the opening of the dressing 
gown, and goes on, in a light tone. 

“Yes, Tm much afraid that one day or other poor Amj 
Ferat will get her marmoset/^ 

"A marmoset j How's that 

“Well, Fve noticed all those who know the King intimately 
know, like myself, that when he is beginning to weary of a 
liaison^ he sends one of his marmosets F. P. C. ; a way of his 
of giving the sack to a woman whom he no longer loves.” 

“Oh, dreadful,'’ cries the princess indignantly. 

“Perfectly true. At the Grand Club they no longer say 
get rid of a mistress, but send her a marmoset.'^ 

He stops, amazed at seeing the princess rise up abruptly/ 
take her lamp and walk stiffly out of the alcove. ^ 

“I say, but— Colette — Colette.” 

She turns round disdainfully, painting : 

‘‘I've had quite enough of your vile stories— they're enoud 
to sicken me.” 

And raising the hanging, she leaves the unfortunate King 
of Toffs thunderstruck, with his arms extended, and his heart 
inflamed, not knowing the reason of this untimely visit and 
of this whirlwind departure. With the quick ste|> of mi actress 
leaving the . stage, the floating train of her dressing-gowB 
crumpled on her arm, Colette returns to her room. On the 
couch, in a cushion of Oriental embroidery, sleeps the prettiest 
little animal in the world, grey, silky, with hair like feathers, ai 
long tail wound around it, a silver bell tied at its throat with 
a pink ribbon. It is a delicious marmoset the King sent her 
some bays before in a basket of Italian straw, and which she 
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id received fjratefuliy, as an act of homage. Ah ! if she 
id only known tin; innanitig of Ihn present. She furiously grips 
le little creature, Ibis Inindle of living and scratching silk, 
which shine' two human cye^s, sudclcnly awakened, opens 
le window on the ([uay, and, with a ferocious gesture, cries : 

“There, you dirty beast.” 

The little monkey falls on the wharf; and only does he 
Isappear ami die in tlu; night, hut also the dream, frail and 
ipricioiis as himself, of the jinor little creature, who throws 
•rselfon the bed, hides her head in the pillow and sobs. 

" Their love ha<l lasted nearly a year. The King only had 
I make a sign. Dazzled, fascinated, Collcte de Ro.sen had 
Hen into his arms — sln^ who, up to then, had kept herself an 
jnest woman, not for love of her husband or of virtue, but 
•caast: there was in In-r bird’s brain let a care for the clean- 
ks of plumage which had kept her from degrading falls, 
jd besides, liemiuse she. was a true h'renchwoman, of that 
ice of women whom Molieru, ffmg before modern phy- 
oiogist.s, iledarmi to he without temperament, merely 
laeinative and vain. 

PrcHmtly senii>tes of remorse had come over the King, the 
implex and z/n/.f remorse ot a blav and a Catholic. Tlis 
iprice hfing .satisfied, he began to feel the odium of this 
’atsm .so near the ('Jiu-en, almost under her eycjj, the_ peril of 
lose stealthy, rapid meetings in hotels where their incognito 
light be het’rayed, and the cruelty there was in deceiving a 
sllow at) kindly as that pt.or, big devil of a Herbert, who 
loke ofhis wife with an ever-umiueiichable tendernes.s, and 
id not suspect, when the King joined hirn at the club, his 
shining, his iomplcxitiu flushed, with a perfume of 
accessful love, that he had come from Colette’s arms. But 
tore embarrassing still was the Duke de Rosen, very mis- 
rustful of the print iples of this daughter-in-law who was not 
f his caste, uneasy for his son, whom he thought to be a 
uckold— he Sait 1 the word downright, like an old trooper- 
ad feeling himself resjHrnsihle for the whole thing, because 
lis avarice hatl eaustnl the He watched Colette, 

iroueht her theic ami hack morning and evening, would 
dways have followed her, if the supple creature had not 
ODtinually slipiKHl thrtnigh his hig, awkward fingers, ihere 
ws a silent struggle iKtwcen them, hrona the window ot 
bestewarti’s bouw, the duke, sitting at his bureau, saw not 
rithout annoyance, his pretty daughter-m-law, m delicious 
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'toilettes, which she devised with her fashionable taili 
ensconced in her carriage. 

“You’re going out ?” * 

“On the Queen’s business,” triumphantly replied the littls 
Sauvadon behind her veil, and it was true, Frederiquf 
mingled very little with the noise of I’aris, and willingly left 
her commissions to her dam? of honmir. 

One morning the duke thought Oolette .so serious-looking 
on her departure from Saint-Mande, with an e.vccitcnncnt veryi 
noticeable in her grisette typo — real s[iortsmt!n have these 
sudden inspirations - that he followed her a long time, a veryi 
long time, up to a famoius restaurant in the Quai D’Orsay, 
By means of imagination and .skill, the princess hTul been abk 
to dispense with the ceremonious meal at the Queen’s table, 
and came to lunch with her lover in a private room. They 
were eating before a low window, giving a s|)lendid view; 
the Seine gilded by the .^n, the Tuileries'behind in a mass oi 
stone aud trees, and quite near the masts of the training-ship, 
The weather was the weather of an assignation, the warmtlj 
of a fine day tempered by sharp breezes. Never had Colette 
laughed so heartily ; the laugh was the pearly triumph of 
her grace, and Christian, who loved her when she chose to 
remain the woman of easy virtue that he loved in her, enjoyed 
the excellent lunch in his mi.stress’s company. Suddenly she 
perceived, on the opposite pavement, her father-in-law walking 

up and down with measured step, deterinined to wait as long 

as needful : a regular guard before the <io()r which the old 
man knew to be the only exit from the restaurant, and whers 
he watched the entiy of the well-groomed, wt'.ll-set up officer 
coming from the neighbouring cavalry barracks, for, asi 
former general of Pandours, he thought the arm>’ irresistible 
and did not doubt that his daughtcr iu-law had souic .spurs 
and-sabretache intrigue. 

Great ?kas the anxiety of Colette and the King, and recallec 
the^quandaty of the savant perched on the p.dm-tret!, at whosi 
^'■o^^odile. Sure of the disercliun of the incorrup 
tibihty of the^ restaurant personml, they knew at kra.st thatthi 
crocodile would not come up. But how to get away i> 'I he King 
might manage it^He had time to weary the animairs {latience 
e»cr,j hcT, joiii, {icrhap.s, hffl 

who at The master of the establishment 

thp “P informed d 

the state of things, could think of nothing better than piercinj 
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the wall of the neifthbouring house, as in times of revolution ; 
then he hit u])oii a far more simple experiment. The princess’ 
must put on the clothes of a pastry cook’s boy, and carry on 
her bead, in a basket, her dress, her petticoats, and dress 
again, in tlie barmaid’s room, who lived in a neighbouring 
street. Colette protested greatly at first. Appear as a scullion 
before the King ! She had to do so, however, for fear of the 
most -seriou.s cata.strophe ; and the clean suit of a boy, some 
fourteen years old, transformed the Princess de Rosen, n^e 
Sauvadon, into the prettiest, most coquettish little pastry- 
:ook’.s lad that ever walked the streets of Paris at gourmands' 
hours. '1 he duke saw without suspicion two boys pass out, 
jasket on head, clotluxl in an ajqtetising odour of hot pastry^ 
vhich caused him to feel cruelly the first pangs of hunger j he 
vas fasting, poor man ! Upstairs the King, still prisoner, but 
•elieved of a grievous care, read, drank his Roederer, looking 
row and then tlin.ugh a corner of the curtain, to see if the 
xococlile was .'^till there. 

In the evening, on his return to Saint-Mande, old Rosen 
was receivt d with the prince.ss’s most ingenuous smile. He 
tnew he ha<i Ireen birsted, and breathed not a word of the 
idventure. It p,(it bruited about, however. For a week all 
?aris was amuserl l)y the .story of the little pastry-cook’s lad. 
fhe naines, whispered as low as is possible for such great 
lames, <iid not iHuietrale Ihrbert's thick skin. But the Queen 
ad a suspicion of the h< 1 venture, for .she, who, since their 
ireadful scene at I.ej'hach, had never made any reproaches to 
he King alH>nt his comiuct, took him aside a short time after 
his one day as they were leaving the table. 

“People are talking a good deal,” .she said gravely, without 
lancing at him. "ulKuit a .scandalous story in which your name 
smixed U(i. Oh ! don’t (lefend yourself. I don’t want to hear 
.ny (note— only, think of this which is in your care.” 

She (dinted to the crown, with its radiance veiled in the 
ry.stal ca'^ket. 

“Endeavour that tieit her .shame nor ridicule may reach it. 
tis nece.ssHry for j'our son to lx.* able to wear it,” 

Did .she know about the whole adventure ? Did she set the 
ight name on the woman's face, half-unveiled by slander ? 
^rederique was so strong, .so .self-contained, that nobody about 
er could* say, Christian, however, took it as a warning, and 
ii|! fear of scenes, of .stories, the need of his weak character 
W pleasant faces round him, decided him to take from its cage 
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the prettiest, the tamest of his marmosets, and send ittc 
Princess Colette. She wrote, but he. did not answer; he die 
not heed her sighs, but continued speriking to her in the tonf 
of courteous playfulness which attracted women. No lonp 
feeling the remorse which, as his [jassinn tiiminished, hac 
grown keener, delivered from the tyranny of a love far moR 

imperious than his wife’s, he gave free, full rc:in to pleasure 
hunting. 

He went the pace with the ardour of a youth of twenty 
His liaison with Madame de Ro.sen had arrested him for; 
time on his descent to cheap debauch, an incline that rcscmhlei 
the narrow staircases of the night restaurants, flooded will 
light, well-carpeted upstairs, de.sconded step by step by th( 
incipient drunkard, increasing in speed at the brjttom in thi 
brisk air from the open doors, and which lead straight to thi 
gutter, in the vague hour of criminals and tramps. Cliristiar 
now abandoned himself to this descent, to this fall, and whal 
encouraged, intoxicated him more than the desrsert wines 
was the little court, the clan by which he was sur 
rounded — ruined gentlemen in search of royal dupes 
journalistic men about town whose paid articles amused him 
and who, proud of this intimacy with the illustrious exile 
took him behind the scenes of the theatres, where the women 
excited and alluring, had only eyes for him, their enamelled 
cheeks blushing an affected confusion. Soon huniliar with th( 
boulevard language, he spoke it rather less vulgarly than most 
thanks to his foreign accent. There' was one word he affected 
rigolo ( amusing). He used it apropos of every tiling. Plays 
novels, public or private events, were or wens not ngo/o. Ii 
saved monseigneur all trouble. One night, at the end of i 
supper, Amy Ferat, who was drunk, was irritated by the word 
and shouted ; 

“Hi ! I say, Rigolo 1” 

He liked the familiarity. At least she tlid not treat him as 
a king. He made her his mistre.ss, and long after his intrigue 
with the fashionable actrcijs had finished, the nickname 
remained, like that of Qume-de-Poule, given to Prince d’Axel, 
no one knew why. 

Rigolo and Queue-de-Poule became chums, never separated, 
hunted all game together, united their almost similar destinies 
even m the boudoir. The disgrace of the Crown Prince 
being really an exile, he spent it as pleasantly as possible, 
and tor the last ten years had been going the pace in all the 
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averns of the lioulcvanls with an undertaker-like enthusiasm, 
rhe Kinti of Illyria had his room in the Hotel d’Axel in the 
;:bamps lilysces. At first he slept there occasionally, presently 
soften as at Saint- Maude. His explanations for his absence 
eft the Onocn (luite calm, hut threw the princes into a black 
distrcs.s/" No doubt she had hoped to recapture his fickle 
heart. She tried a thousand coquettish inventions — new 
idornments, atul coiffures, combinations of shades according 
ivith the best points of her beauty. And what disappointment, 
when at .seven o’ clock at nij^ht the King did not appear, and 
Frederique, imperturbably serene, after saying : “His Majesty 
will not dine,” put little Zara’s high chair in the place of 
honour. The nervous (.lolette, obliged to be silent to hide her 
chagrin, would have welcomed an outburst from the Queen, 
which would have avenged them both ; but Frederique, hardly 
paler than usual, kept her .sovereign calm, even when the prin- 
ess with cruel feminine address, with cutting insinuations, 
essayed some revelations about the Paris clubs, the grossness 
of men’s talk, the still gr<rsser amusements to which their 
unpunctual ity and absences from home led them, and the mad 
gambling parties involving whole fortunes, the eccentric bets 
entered in a s[)eGial book, curious to dip into, the golden book 
of human aberration. Hut all in vain. The Queen was not 
touched by these pirqirick.s, did not understand, or did pot 

want to. . , j 

Only once sh<; betrayed herself, one morning, in the wood 
of Saint-Mamic, {luring a ride, , 

It was a keen, chilly day in March, and the water 
lake ripplci! back on the .still flowerless banks. A few buds 
were apjnraring t»n the leafless bushes, which showed the red 
berries of winter ; and the horses, going side by side on a 
path full of (lead hraiiches^ made them crack, whilst the 
leather and rattling cinb-chains made a luxurious noise in the 
deserted silence of the wood. Ihe two women, both good 
riders, rode slowly. Odette soon started her favourite subject, 
as she always <H<I when alone with the Queen. She did not 
dare to attack the King directly, but she spoke about his 
4»iourage, the gentlemen of the Grand Club, whom she knew 
through Herliert, through Parisian gossip, and whom sne 
skilfully handled, beginning with the Prince d Axel. 
she did not understand how anyone could keep company w_ 
such a man, spending his life in gambling, 
amusement only in bad company, sitting at night on the home 
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vard by the side of low persons, drinkincf with the first-coma 
like a cabdriver, exchanging familiarities witli the vilest ol 
comedians. Fancy that being a crown prince— that ! He 
took pleasure in degrading, in soiling royalty in his person 
She went on, she went oh, with a fine wrath, whilst the 
Queen, deliberately absentminded, her (-j-rs expressionless 
stroked the neck of her hor.se and pressed it a little as if fc 
escape her dame of honour's stories. Itnt Colette rode” at the 
same pace. ' 

“Besides, he comes of a wretched stock, that I’rincc d’Axel 
His uncle's conduct is like his own ; a king who Haunts his 
mistresses so impudently before his court, before his wife. One 
asks oneself what kind of a .sacrificed-slave nature a ciueen 
must have to put up with such outrages.’' ^ 

That time the thrust had gone home. Freciorique trem- 
mg, her eyes veiled, revealed on her now hollowed features 

so pained and aged an expression that Colette felt moved at 

seeing the proud queen, who.se heart she had never been able 
to reach, descend to the level of feminine suffering But she 
very quickly recovered all her pride. 

‘’She of whom you speak is a queen," she remarked, "and 
itwouldbeagreatinju-sticeto judge her like other women 

mihappy, weep out all 
their tears, and cry out if the {min i.s too tnuth. But queens ' 

everything. Can a queen fiee when .she is outraged? Can 

Se soemiug cruel, blimi, indifferent 

^e must always keep an unmoved brow to uphold the crown 

S '^It fs of our greatness that sustains 

blwiln i-ii «l«<i carriage 
it ; ® in .spite of threats of assassinatiuit 

?? loss grievous’ 

which in fact lends us the .strength to <md«re some auei 

>" »l«ak n.,, 

Ihef tmS nn'w t '?'*'■ 'ke «n<i, 

her throuerh th/«!!fn/i^°u ® with a vigorous *'hep,’’ which carried 

he, 

roval fcmehold Party, for the 

. at household was divided into two camfis. E!y.see had 
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hatdiy anybody for him hut Father Alphee, whose rough 
speech, ever-ready repartee, were of great help on occasion ; 
but the monk macU; fr(H]uerit journeys to Illyria, charged with 
missions between the mother-house in the Rue des Fourneaux 
and the Franciscan convents in Zara and Ragusa. At least 
that was the pretext of his mysterious absences, from which he 
returned always niorc arcUuit, climbing the stairs with great, 
furious strides, rolling the rosary in his fingers, a prayer be- 
tween his teeth, which ht: chewed like a ball. He was shut up 
for long hours with the Queen, then started off again, leaving 
all the marqiiise^s coterie leagued against the tutor. From the 
old duke, whom Meraut’s neglected appearance, brushed-back 
hair, shocked from the stand{)oint of military and worldly 
discipline, to the valet Lebeau. the instinctive enemy of all 
iudepencUmce, to the humblest groom or scullion courtier of 
M. Lebeau, to the harmless Hr>scovich, who did like the others 
through c:owai<iicc, through respect for numbers, there was a 
regular coalition against the new master. It showed itself less 
by deeds than by words, looks, attitudes, by those little 
nervous skirmishes which are brought on by a common life 
amongst people who hate each other. Oh, those attitudies, 
Madame cle Silvis's speciality ! Disdainful, haughty, ironical, 
bitter she played lu;r part in the presence of Elysee, knowing 
especially well henv to imitate a sort of respectful pity, stifled 
sighs, the whites of her eyes cast up. to the ceiling, whenever 
she fmiml herself with the little prince. 

‘^You are not suffering, monscigneur 
She touched hun with h<‘r long thin fingures, enfeebled him 
'with her trembling caresses. Then the Queen, in a cheerful- 
voice : 

**Coinc% fuarqnise youll make Zara l)elieve he is ill*’ 

*i find his haiuls/his forehead, rather hot*^ 

^*IIc has come from ontsicie— iiV the keen air/* 

And she would take the chikl away, rather disturbed by the 
remarks r<*{K*aied around her, the legend in the house that 
monseigneur was made to work much. 

Klysee was only prevented from returning, as he had done 
once iajfore, to the (liiarlier Latin, by his affection for the 
Queen. Living always in intimacy 4vith Frederique,^ through 
the child, he had conceived for her a fanatical devotion, corn- 
posed of of admiration, of superstilio'us faith. In his 

lyes she sumiiiied up, symlailiscd, the whole monarchical idea! 
iiid belief For the Queen he remained, he found courage to 
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I^inghis hard task to an end. Hou- difficult to rrct the leaiit 
tfem 7^“^ little head of the King'.s son i He uas charming 
that pool Zara, ^ntle and good. He was not lacking in w| 
One divined in him his mother'.s .scions, upright .son! ' together 
with something light-headed, too chiklish -for hi.s ^ S 
ShTib backward in that small, aged, stunteci body 

3o2impT r '' <i«-nan)ine.ss that we5 

lessonc torpor. The Oneen atte.nded all the 

furtSi ‘^“^broidcry which never got 

to IS ’ ? beautiful eye.s that attentiveness, so iireciw 

ther^rri^ not express, lhat was what es[H:cially bound 
ahnr *°^®^ber, by the dreams, the chimeras, that which floats 

SunseirT"°"%f ^ taker, him fo 

King’s name" affecting to siieak to him only in the 

de.sires your ofiinion about this.” 
Kine ® astonishment was great at never hearing the 

much Chrili?®"S".*“a questions that interested him so 
to him in a rnll bim with a certain regard, .spoke 

futile SonSr^ ° familiar companionship, excellent, but very 
unie. Sometimes, as he went through the .study hestoDoeT 

daupSslLufdTrf his hand ontht 

like a^°echo of’rhp'” *°° ^“^h ” he would say in an undertone, 

proudly.^"^ to make a king of him,” Frederiqin; would reply 
4"rf4 ^ *'®".b“sband made a discouraging gesture • 

Isn t he going to reign one day ?” 

J o which he would answer : 

Yes, yes l” 

fate di™i„Vr. fa"'cdfa.<i to cut short 

opo«tt“rvogTe. fa'”'"'"!; the m„» ofou 

bfe will reign.-' 

superficial, perfumed^^co^ettTsh*^^ affable, 
lounging on sofas with prince, .sometimes 

believed t^be lhe iem of enervation, whom he 

and bravery rpentioned in ^he^^Smoriall'” fl 
of Frederique^s skill m m-ae! * JJ*®nionaL However, in spite 

jque s Skill in masking the emptiness of that crowned 
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forehead, and althouodi she continually hid herself behind him, 
some unforcse<;n circumstance was always occurring in which 
their true natures a|.){H;ared. 

One morniiuf, after lunch, as they entered the drawing-room, 
Frederique, opening tlic pa[)er, 7'/^c Courur of Illyria^ 
which she was always the first to read, uttered such a loud and 
dolorous cry, that llic Kiiig, who was about to go out, stopped, 
everyone in a momcnl surrounding the Queen. Frederique 
handed the f)aper to Hoscovich. 

"Read/^ 

It was the account of a sitting of the Diet of Leybach, and 
the resolution which had been passed to restore to the exiled 
sovereigns all the [U'operty of the Crown, more than two 
hundred milHorts, on the express condition^ — 

*‘hravo,’^ crictl the nasal voice of Christian. 

‘‘Well, that suits me, that does 

''Read on,*' said the Out‘cn severely. 

**On the ex[)ress condition that Christian IL renounces for 
himself and his descendants all rights to the throne of Illyria/’ 

There was an otitI)urst of indignation in the ; old 
Rosen was suffocating, h'ather Alphee^s cheeks were of a 
linen whiteness, which made his beard and eyes blacker. 

^‘This must he answered — we must not lie down under the 
insult/ said the Queen, and her indignation sought Meraut, 
who for a kav moments was making notes at a corner of the 
table with a feverer! pcma’l. 

**Iierc is what I should write/ he said, coming forward, 
and he read, uiulcr the form nf a letter to a Royalist deputy, 
a spirited prtMdamation to the 111\ rian people, in which^ after 
having rejttcUMi lh(i oniragcnns proposal, made, the King 
reassured, encaniragu! his friends in the stirring terms of a head 
of a family far away frt>m his cliildrem 

The Queen dapped her hands enthusiastically, seked the 
paper, and handed it to Boscovich, 

‘‘Quick, quick, translate it, and send 'it..ofiF. Don’t you 
think so she lulded renieiTilx:ring Christian w.as there, and 
that eyes were uj)on them. 

*‘No cioiiht, no doubt, much perplexed, -biting his nails 
hard j "’that’s all very fine, only— there you- are — how. are we 
to get on?’’ 

She turned quickly^ very pale, as if struck .hard , betwe.en 
her shoulders. 
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“Get on — if we can get on ? Is it the King who speaks p” 

He rejoined very calmly : 

_ “When Ragusa was without bread we had to surrender 
with the best will in the world.” 

"Well, this time, if bread is lacking, we’ll turn 
beggers and go from door to door— but royalty will not 
surrender.” 

Elysee had, for the first time, a rapid, clear visioir of what 
happened in the royal household. 

Suddenly Christian II., turning towards the duke, standing 
against the mantelpiece, his head bowed : “ 

“Rosen.’-’ 

‘‘Sire?’ 

“You alone can tell us. How do we stand ? Can we 
last ?’’ 

The head of the hoasehold gave a haughty gesture. 

“Certainly.” 

‘‘How long ? Do you know ? About—?” 

“Five years. I’ve calculated.” 

“Without privations for anybody ? Without any of those 
we love suffering ?” 

“Exactly so, sire.” 

“You’re sure ?” 


«ur^n’ up his huge figure. 

Well, then, it s all right. Meraut, give me mir letter, that 
1 may sign it before going out.” 

Then, in an undertone, taking the pen from his hand : 

Just look at Madame de Silvis. Wouldn’t you believe 
she was going to sing 'Sombre Fore/' ?’’ 

returning from the garden with the 
little prince, was inspired by the dramatic atmos(>htT<r in the 
salon and adorned with her green fiiuthered tcuuu! her velvet 
an^on^r' hand on her heart, certainly had the fixed pose of 
an ^era singer, about to begin a romantic covaihia. 

Read in full Parliament, published in all the duikts the 

passed thmui^tl^^ ^Iphee 

Objects 

RoS’oSn roses. 

Sre rL ^ '*• I>iil»u.tia especially, 

moved at IK-netra-.^d, was 

meSkant S^ikf Jf tiistilbuttd by the 

mendicant monks of Saint Francis, who opened their wallets 
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at the farm doors, aiui paid for egrgs and butter with a small 
printed bundle. Addresses to the King were soon covered 
with signatures, and those crosses which are so touching in 
their ignorant goodwill, Pilgrimages were organised. 

Some time <iftt-u thfit Itlysee was the involuntary witness of 
asceae which enlightened him completely about Christian's 
character and his relations with the Oueen ^«“snan s 

Itwason Sunday after Ma.ss ;^he little W, with an 
appearance of unusual festivity, opened wide its gates on the 
Rue Ilerhillon :^all the servants stood in a double row in the 
hall. That day’s recc-ption was of the greatest importance. 
A Royalist deputation of the members of the Diet was 
expected-— the I'/ui' and ilower of the party, coming to pay 
homage of fidelity to the king and con.sult with him about the 
measures to he taken for an early restoration. 

It was a reall>- g^reat event, who.se .solemnity was cheered 
by a magnificent winter’s sun gilding and warming the vast 
solitude of the reception-room, the King’s high arm-chair 
prepared as a throne, awakening the rubies, sapphires, topazes 
of the crown into sparkling glitter. Elysee, keeping away 
from the stir, alone in the .schoolroom, thougt over the possible 
con.seciuencc of the coming interview. Presently the heavy 
rolling of the gala carriages, which had gone to fetch the 
deputies at their hotel, was heard in the courtyard, and the 
bells rang loudly as tlu‘v arrived. Carriage doors slammed 
footsteps were deadtmed on the carpet.s of the hall and salm iii 
a murmur of respectful words. 'I'hen ensued a long silence, at 
which Meraut was surprised, for he expected the King’s 
speech, ® 

What was happening? Why this hesitation in the 

arrarif^cul nnlw ol tin; ? 

At that muiiienl, sldrtiiijj the walks, the blackened espaliers 
ofthc cold, Minlil g.arden, the man whom he believed to be in 
the next room, presiding at the official reception, appeared 
before him, walking with a stiff, awkward gait. He must have 
mme in by the private door, hidden in the ivy of the Avenue 
Damnesiiil, and he was coming on slowly, with difficulty, 
Elysee at first thought of a duel, some accident, and a short 
time afterwards hi.s idea was confirmed by the noise of a fall 
in the storey alKJve, Hccomfranied by a crash. He went up 
quickly to the King's room. 

The door was oj>cn. 

The Queen, erect, severe, stood opposite Ohristian, who 
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was leaning against the wall, discomposed and pale, his hat 
on the back of his head, his long fur coat half opened, and 
showing his tumbled dress coat, his white cravat untied, his 
broad linen shirt front dirtied, everything betraying the 
exhaustion of the past night and the disorder of drunkenness. 

The Queen’s voice trembled with the violent effort she 
made to restrain herself. 

“You must — you must — come.” 

But he muttered, in a very low voice, with an ashamed 

air- . „ 

“Can’t— you see I can’t— later— promise.” 

Then he stammered excuses with a stupid laugh in a 
childish voice ; it wasn’t what he had drunk, oh no— but the 
air, the cold as he came from supper. 

“Yes, yes — I know— it’s all the same. You must come 
down— ik them see you, only let them see you I'll speak 
to them myself. I know what is to be sai<l.” 

And as he still remained motionless, mute now with a 
drowsiness which began to spread over his horrilily relaxed 
face, Frederique’s wrath grew. 

“But you must understand that it’s a question of our fate, 
Christian, it’s your crown, your son'.s crown, which is at stake 
at this moment. Come along now — I beg you. I will it.” 

She was superb in her strong will, whose magnetism in 
j.her sea-blue eyes visibly affected the King. She picked him 
up with her gaze, tried to strengthen him, |>u!l him together, 
helped him to take off his hat, his overcoat. He stiffened 
for a moment on his weakened legs, mafU; a few tottering 
steps, resting his burning liancls on the marble of the Queen’s 
hands. All at once, however, she felt him giving way, herself 
recoiled from his feverish touch, and Muiflciily repelled him 
with violence, with disgust, let him fall at full Iciifnh on a sofa; 
then, without a look at this crumpknl, inert, already siioring 
mass, she left the room, passed Klysee withoftt seeing him, 
erect, her eyes half shut, murmuring, in thtt bewildered, 
dolorous voice of a sleep-walker ; “I am quite .sick of acting 
as wire-puller to this fool of a king.” 

G^aphr CPiua 

J. TOM LEVIS, FOKKKJN AtJKNT 
Of all the Parisian dens, of all the All Baba caverns with 
which the great city is mined and countermined, there is none 
better known, so interestingly organised, as the I-evis Agency, 
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You know it, everybody knows it, at least from outside. It 
IS in tbe Rue koyale, at the corner of the Faubourg Saint- 
Honore, in full view of the carriages going to the 80 ? ^ 
returning torn ,t so that no one can escape seeing the adver- 
tisement attached to tlie sumptuous ground floor reached 
eight steps with its high plate glass%vindows on wS am 
emblar-oned in red. blue, and gold, the escutcheons ofSe 
principal l owers m Itnrope : eagles. unicorn.s, leopards a 
whole heral. he immagene. At thirty metres across the street 
which IS as large and broad as a boulevard, the Levis AgeS 
attracts the glances ol the least curious. Everyone^ asks 

himself: What do they .sell there?" "WhL don’t 

they sell there v would be nearer the mark On 
each window can be read in beautiful gold letters” 
Jines, laquenrs (.onicstibles, Pale Ale, Kummel, Raki' 
Caviare. I reserved Cod, or Ancient and Modern Furniture’ 
Tapestries, Carpets from Smyrna and Ispahan'’ ; further on • 
■•Paintings by Old Masters. Marbles and Terra-cotta Arms 
and Arminir for Decoration. Medals, Panoplies" ; elsewher^ 
Money Changed, Discount, Foreign Money”; or again- 
•Universal Library, Ncwspa[)er.s of every Country, in every 
Language by the side of ; “1 louses for Sale and on Lease 
Shootings, Seaside, Country"; or “Private Enquiries, Discre' 
tion. (.elenty", ’ 

This swarm of inscriptions and brilliant heraldry greatly 
darkens the .shop window, ami makes it impossible to see 

dearly the rH>jects display cil there. 

You distinguish vaguely bottles of strange shape and 
colour, carved wood chairs. i>icture.s, furs, then, in wooden 
plates, a lew hal!-o[K!ncd rolls ot piastres and bundles of 
banknotes. 


But the vast liasenient of the Agency, opening on to the 
pawment liy a kind of low, grated, cellar windows, serves as a 
solid basis to the rather gaudy dis[j!ay of the big shop and 
give.s the impression of a prosperous London warehouse 
sustaining the chk of a window in the Boulevard de la 
Madeleine. 

Thus placed, .solidly established, in the midst of a Parisian 
eddy, the net catches, as they pa.ss, a number of big and small 
fish, even tfie small fry of the Seine, the most subtle of all • 
and if you pas.s there at about three in the afternoon you will 
find it almost always full. 

At the glass door io the Rue Royale, high aad light, domi- 
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Bated by a broad pediment of carved wood, the entrvf 
the department of novelties or of fashions, stands the porter f 
the house, got up in military style, turtiing the handle as sL! 
as he sees you, holding an umbrella, when ijeedfni, to customs 
as they leave their carriages, llefore you is a huge ht 
divided by barriers, by grated wickets, into a number of 2 
partments, regular boxes, right and left tn the end Th. 
dazzling light makes the waxed floor shine, and the 'waino 
coting, the fashionable frock coats and the i:iirlt;d hair of tV 
employees, all stylish, good-looking, Iriit with a foreigti accln! 
an(i air. _ There are olive complfixiotis, imintod .skulls narrl 
wish Asiabc shoulders, American goatee.s and cdiina-blue evet 
red-faced Germans ; and in whatever tongue the buyer mC. 
his order, he is always certain tn be iiiKi(T.stoud for air W 
guages are spoken at the Agency excejit Rus.sian which Zi 
not^matter, since Rus.sians speak every language except thS 

The crowd rames and goe.s round the wickets, six waiting 
on the light chams-ladies and gentlemen in travelliup cost m! 
a mixture of Astrachan cap.s, Scotch caps, long veils flo2 ’ 
above waterproofs, dust cloaks, check tweetls mvc-rin/ 1 Sf 
sexes indiscriminately, with rug.s and leather hagswf rej 


piles of gold tinkle on the wood of the counters Thl ^ P' 

perpetnal ringing of electric bell,, JLic" . J ’ 

the untiling of U.e perchmeril plan J u „ S 

on a piano, or cria, from a ,„Sc „f .Samo^lra 1 

enormous carbon photograph, .1 i .s lound an 

ou, MorSl™-” ”Xr mSc o'rVT*'’”’'' “> 

are smiling, attentive, becoming all at once*''in-ir* P^*^***’ 
different, their physiognomy roinp Ltely detuEJr'V A“* 
affairs of this world, when an uS , .I' " 
despatched from wicket to wS^ ^ 
them in an undertone of a certain mv2in ,! 1 * ^ 
seems to overwhelm them with suror^ii c* which 

at being looked at. as if he were a wa 

the man grows impatient : demands to Si T *’t, L r 
coif, Who will ccrtalnlg Wo„ ZSlS Si 
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fitha superior smile, that J. Tom Levis is busy— that Tom 
>vis has people with him— and not any wretched little 
rasiness like yours, not insijrnificant people as yourself, my 
rood fellow— come, look over there, right at the far end. A 
ioor has just opencfl ; J. Ttun I.evis .show.s himself just for a 
noment, more majestic in hitn.self than all his clerks put to- 
jether— majestic with hi.s round stomach. maje.stic with his 
ikull .shining like the ofllce floor, with the toss back of his 
mall head, his distant glance the despotic gesture of his short 
irm, and the .solemnity with which he asks, shouting very loud, 
nth his insular accent,") f tlu; parcel has been sent to his Royal 
%hness the Prince of Wales,” while with his free hand he 
leeps hermetically closed f ichind him the door of his office, in 
ffder to let it l»e understood that the augu.st personage shut in 
here is one of those who must )iot lie disturbed on any pretext. 
:t goe.s without sa}-ing that the Prince of Wales has never been 
othe Agency, and that not the .smallest parcel has ever been 
lent him ; Imt ymi may imagine the effect of that name on the 
irowd in that shoi>, and on the solitary customer to whom 
fom has just said in ht.s office : 

"Excuse me— one mijiute- a little information I want." 

Humbug! humbug ! there is no more a Prince of Wales 
)ehind the door of tlu' jjirivate room than there i.s Raki or 
Jummel in the eccentric bottles In the window, English or 
ilieiinesc Ixier in the barrels in the basement, no more than 
nerchandise is eutrried in the; ermlilazoned, gilded, varnished 
;arriage.s, initialled J, T, T,., which pass at a gallop, all the 
Bore quickly that tlrey are eiuiity, through the fashionable 
]uarters of Paris, a perambulating arid noisy advertisement, 
ushing clown the roads with that rvild activity which distin- 
guishes men and unimals in 1‘om I.evi's Agency, Should a 
Mor devil, intoxicated by ail thus gold, burst the money 
:hanging wiixhiw with his fist, and greedily plunged his 
)leeaing hand into the platters, he would withdraw it full of 
lounters ; if he; takes this Piiormous bundle of banknotes, it is 
1 twenty-fivc-iKuind note he will carry off on the top of a 
5uire of ettmmon pajicr. Nothing in the shop front, nothing 
In the basement, nothing— nothing whatever 1 But how abou 
the port those Englishmen are tasting ? the coin which that 
boyar has carried off in c.xcha«ige for his roubles f the littlte 
bronze packed up for that Greek lady ?— oh, good gracious, 
nothing simpler : the English beer comes from the tavern next 
floor J the gold from a money charger on the boulevard • the 
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work of art from Thingumbob’s shop in the Rue du Quat» 
Septembre. There are two or three employees who await it 
the basement the orders transmitted through the speaking 
tubes, and they execute them quickly. 

Going out through the courtyard of the neighbouring house 
■they return in a few minute.s, emerge from the s[)iral staircase 
with its elaborate banister and crystal globe, which forms ; 
.communication between the two floors. There is the artick 
asked for — guaranteed, labelled J. T. L. 

And don’t bother, my prince, if that one do(‘.s not pleasf 
you it can be changed, the cellars of the Agency are wel 
stocked. It’s a trifle dearer than anywhere else, only twicf 
or three times dearer ; but isn’t that lictter than going tht 
round of the shops, where they don’t understand a word c 
what you say, in spite of the promise of the notice : ''Mat 
spricht Deutsch” — those .shops on the Iroulevards where tk 
foreigner, surrounded, circumvented, never finds anything bi|i 
the remnants, the refuse of Parisian things, the bad debts o: 
the ledgers, the bottoms of boxes, articles which arc no longei 
in fashion, what is left over from the past years, more tarnishec 
even by the date than by the dust or sun of the shoji window 
Oh 1 the Parisian shopkeeper, obsequious and coutemptuous 
disdainful and partinacious, is done for. The foreigner steer! 
clear of him ; he is at last tired of being so ferociously e.'tplol 
ted, and not only by the shopkeeper, but by the hotel whetf 
he sleeps, the restaurant where he eats, the cal) he hails in th{ 
street, the ticket agent who sends him to yawn in emph 
theatres. 

At least at Levis’s Agency, where you find everything yot 
want, you are sure not to be cheated, for J. 'I'otn llevis is at 
Englishman, and the commercial lo)-altj' of the Kiiglksh is 
known in both worlds. 

' J. Tom Levis is superlatively English, from the .srpiure tip 
opis quaker shoes to his long frock coat failing uver his greet 
check trousers, to his pyramid-.sljap.^d, imrrcnv isriuimed 
hat, snowing up his fat, red, and grwl-fmtumti face, Th< 
loyalty^ of Albion can be read in that cuinploKinn, iiourisheij 
with biftecks, that mouth extending from ear to ear* the flaKec 
siJk of those whiskers, made uneven by the muriia of theii 
proprietor to gnaw at one of them~always the satrie ane‘~^ir) 
his moments of perplexity I it can be divined in his stubby 
and, with Its fingers covered vvith rad down, Itden with ringSi 
l^oyal also appear the eyes beneath a broad pair of spectacle! 
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finely mounted in gold, so loyal that when J. Tom Levis 
happens to lie— the best men are liable to it— his eyeba,lls by 
a curious nervous action, begin to turn round like little wheels 
fevolving in the perspective of a gyroscope. 

What cornpk:te.s J. Tom Levis’s s English physiognomy is 
his hansom, the first vehicle of the kind that was seen in Paris 
the natural shell of that original being. If he has a rather 
complicated affair ^on hand, one of those critical moments, such 
as occur amid traffic, when one feuk over-pressed, says ’Tom 
Til take the hansom," and he’.*; sure to find some idea in it! 
He combinc.s, he weighs, he comments, whilst the Parisians 
see the transtiareiit Iiox on wheel.s pa.s'sing by, with the 
silhouette of a {ireoccupicil man energetically munching his 
fight whisker. It was in the hansom that he imagined his 
finest strokes, towards the end of the Empire. Ah ! it was 
a good time then. Paris, crammed full with foreigners, and 
iot foreignens !)f i»assage, l»ut a settling down of exotic fortunes 
jeeding only pleasure and luxury. We had the Turk, Hussein 
Bey, and the p:gy|)tian, Mehemet Pasha, and the Princess de 
Verkatscluiff, who threw all the silver of the Ural Mountains 
from the fourteen windows of her first floor in the Boulevard 
Slale.sherbcs, and the American, Bergson, whose enormous 
:evenue.s from his petroleum wells Paris was devouring, and 
iJaboba — fleets of Nabolis of all colours, yellow, , brown, red— 
nettling the promenades ami theatres, eager to spend, t’o enjoy, 

IS if they foresaw they would have to leave the great orgy 
lefore the terrible ex|ilosioij that wa.s about to burst the roofs, 
ihntter the mirrors anti wiudtnvs. 

Now J. Tom I,xviH was the indisfiensable intermediary in 
ill these pleasure.s, .so that not a loui.s changed hands with out 
lis having previously gnawed at it, and, besides his foreign 
astomera, there were some Parisian men about town, amateurs 
ifrare game, twachers of giiartled pre.serves, who applied to 
friend Tom as the cleverest, the most .skilful agent, and also 
because their secrets seemed safer behind hia barbarous French, 
lis difficulty in sixmkiiig. The .seal of J. T. L. was set on all 
Ihe scandaltnis .stories at the end of the Empire. It was in 
(.Tom Levis's name that pit-box No. 9 at the opera Comique 
W always engaged, where Baroness Mils came every night 
Ibr an hour to listen to her iemrtm, whose handkerchief, 
Slaked with {lerapi ration and white lead, she would carry 
after the emaftna, in the lace of her bodice. In 

|fom Lens’s name, too, was the small hotel let in the 
. iHS&ia 
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Avenue de Clichy to the two brothers Sismondo for the 
woman, without their suspecting it ; they were partner ^ 
a bank and could never leave the office at the Lmer' 
Ah ! the Agency books at that time 1 What fine novels i!' 
few lines ! " 

“A house with two entrances on the road to Saint-eioml 
Rent, furniture, buying out tenant— so much.” “ 

And below ; 

“Generafs commission— .so much,” 

"Country house at Petit-Vallin, near Flomljiere.s. Garda 
coaCh-house, two entrances, buying out temuit — ho much " 
And always : “General's commi,ssion.” That general hii 
his place in the Agency’s acc ounts 1 b ni 

If Tom grew rich at that period, he also spent a lot. not a 
gambling, or horses, or women, but in gratifying the whims 
an uneducated, childish nature, a most fantastic imaginatioi 
which brooked no delay between a dream and its realisatio 

He once wanted an avenue of acacias on his estate at Courbi 
voie ; buVas trees grow slowly, for a week, all along tfei 
banks of the Seme, very bare and gloomy, with factorfe 
round about, big carts could be seen moving onward, e ! 
carrying an acacia, whose green leaves, .shaken by the sltj 

movement of the^wheels were reflected in the V in tm 

bling shadows This suburban property, which J. Tom LeS 
dwelt in all the year, according to the cu.stom of the bi! 
London merchants, was at first a mere country Ikix, consiatinl 
ofground floor and^ attics, and became a source of enS 

had proportionately increased his estate} and from buildin? 

he had eSne tS 

annexe, s and market garden 

Sve^edl^^f teftef property, in which weit 

reveaiea ms tastes, his ambitions, his English eccentricity 

de foraed, d,et„ted elill by b,} ”72 

wt7"7S?vfr,“f ■ ordin«rko“ e, * 

whicti upper stoieys had visibly been added soread an TtiliJ 
like a Jr with nin '^'*h another buildin® 

Ster?diu\rucr ^4 

dprmer windows Then, 7'^, ’brieZ^S.^ 

bel,ede,.e,gl.,s.ho„eee, basins, the 6.ci; b.sUon l« a taS 
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iservoir dominatinpr a real mill, whose sails, alive to the least 
indj cicahecl, turned with the everlasting* grinding of their 
de. 

Truly, in die nai unv space traversed by the suburban 
arisian trains, many burlesque villas defile by the square of 
carriage window, like fantastic visions, nightmares^ the effort 
a shopkce|icr s wn<lly pi,uicing brain, None, however is 
ifliparable with J. oni I^evi.s .s folly, except his neighbour 
pricht’s villa, the great Siiricht, the famous ladie.s’ tailor 
That magnificent [icrsonage doe.s not stay in Paris longer 
lan business demand.s— just the three hours in the afternoon 
hen he holds his consultations on coquetry in his big labora- 
)ryon the Jioulevards, then Immediately returns to his house 
tCourbeyoic. The .secret of his compulsory retreat is, that 
le dear Spricht the tiear of all his ladies— although he 
)ssesses in his drawers, among the marvellous patterns of his 
yon's wares, s[)ecimens of the writing of all the best gloved 
inds in Fari.s, has been obliged to satisfy himself with 
is intimacy of corresiKindence ; that he is not received in 
ly of the hou.se.s which he dre.sse.s, and that his fine connec- 
ins have spoilt for him all relations with the commercial 
)rld to which he belong.s. So he leads a very retired life, 
rraunded, tike all fiarvmus, only by crowd of poor kinsfolk, 
d priding hiiniself on treating them like a prince. His only 
rtraction, which lends the zest necessary to that kind of 
booed life, is Tom Le vis's neighbourhood and emulation, 
mposed of th« contemt*t and hate they have for each other, 
thout certainly knowing why, and therefore the less capable 
conciliation. 

When Spricht raises a turret— Spricht is German, he hves 
le ronoantic castles, valleys*, ruins, he has a passion for the 
ddleages— j. Tom Levis at once builds a verandah. When 
an knocks a wall dow!i Ht»richt cuts down all his hedges. 
Ifiteis a story of a pavilion all his hedges. There is a story 
a pavilion built hjyTom which spilt Spricht's view towards 
intCloud. The tailor then raised the gallery of his pigeon- 
use, The other replied by a fresh .storey, Spricht did not 
id hmself beaten, and the two buildings, by help of many 
incs and workmen, continuer! their ascent till one fine night 
s wind easily blew them both down, owing to their frail 
nstruction. Spricht, returning from a journey to Italy, 
liught back from Venice a gondola, a real gondola, moored 
the small harbour at the end of his property ; a week later. 
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Avenue de Clichy to the two brothers Sismondo for the sauj 
woman, without their suspecting it; they were partners jj 
a bank and could never leave the office at the same tij 
Ah ! the Agency books at that time ! What fine novels y 
few lines ! 

“A house with two entrances on the road to Saint-Closil 
Rent, furniture, buying out tenant — so much.” 

And below : 


“General's commission — so much.” 

“Country house at Petit-Vallin, near I’loinhieres, Gardei 
coach-house, two entrances, buying out tenant— so much.” 

And always : “General’s commission.” That general ha| 
his place in the Agency’s acc ounts ! 

If Tom grew rich at that period, he also spi-nt a lot, not J 
gambling, or horses, or women, but in gratifying the \Jhims ij 
an uneducated, childish nature, a most fantastic imaginatioil 
which brooked no delay between a dream and its realisatiot 
He once wanted an avenue of acacias on his estatt; at Courts 
voie ; but, as trees grow slowly, for a week, all along tin 
banks of the Seine, very bare and gloomy, with factoria 
round about, big carts could be .seen moving onward, ea3 
carrying an acacia, whose green leaves, shaken hv the slol 
movement of the wheels, were reflected in the water in tren 
bling shadows. This suburban proptrrty, which J. Tom Levt 
dwelt in all the year, according to the custom of the bis 
London merchants, was at first a mere country box, consi.stiii|| 
of ground floor and attics, and became a .source of eiiormoM 
expense to him. As his affairs prospered an<l extended tj 
had proportionately increased his estate ; and from buildin. 
to building, from acquisition to acquisition, he had come t) 
possess a park composed of annexes and market garded 
together with bits of bush, a strange properly, in which wtfl 
revealed his tastes, his ambitions, his Kngli.sh cccentricitji 
defornied, distcjited still more by his ideas aiid ia 

faflacious attempts at art On the quite ordinary house, ^ 
which upper storeys had visibly been added, spread an Italisj 
terrace with a marble balustrade, flanked by two Gothic towesf 
and comrqunicating by a covered bridge with another buildiJ 
like a ch«let, with openwork balconies clad with ivy— all fli 
plastered in stucco, made of bricks, looking like a Black Foi^ 
toy, with a luxury of turrets, battlements, weathercock 
dprmer windows. Then, in the park, bristling ki3 
belvederes, glass-houses, basins ; the black bastion of a hu@| 



sa 


J. TOAf LEVIS, FOREIOE AGENT 

eservoir clominatinsr a real mill, whose sails, alive to the W 
J, creaked, turned w.th the everlasting grh'ding of thS 

^ Truly, in the narrovv space traversed by the suburban 
hnsrzn trains many luirlcsciue villas defile by the <ZTrl nf 
carrhge wnulmv, hkc fantastic visions, nightmares the effort 
fashopluiepc-rswil.lly pranas l,rain. None, however is 
omparal)lc with ioni Levis's foUv u;. . , " 

Iprkht’s villa, the great Spricht, the fkmous kdies' tano?^^°“'' 
lhat magnificent personage does not stay in Paris lona^r 

ban usmcss dcman.isHust the three hou'is "n SteS 
,henhe h(,ldsh.s< <aisuhations()n coquetry in his big laboTa 
oiyon thehoulewuds, then immediately returns to his house 
itCouiheuiie. I he secret of his compulsory retreat is that 
hedearSpr cht--the dear” of all his ladL-alligh he 
Assesses in his drawers, among the marvellous patterns of hi^ 

,yon.s wares, specimens c.f the writing of all the best gloved 

»nds in Pans has been obliged to satisfy himself with 
iisint.macyof corrcsiioiuience; that he is not received in 
lyofthchonses which he dresses, and that his fine connec- 
ts have sjxalt for him all relations with the commercial 
which So he lead, a v..y refed IT 

rrounded, ike nl\ />artn’»us, only by crowd of poor kinsfolk 
dpndinglumsel on treating them like a princ^ His only 
rtraction, which lends t!«; zest necessary to that kind of 
booed life IS I nm 1 ,t:vis's neighbourhood and emulation 
tnposed of the contenq.t and hate they have for each other" 
thout certainly kiiinving why, and therefore the less capable 
concmation. ^ 

When Si»richt raises a turret—Spricht is German he bves 
eromantic r.istles, valleys, niins, he has a passion for the 
dale ages— J, iom Levis at once builds a verandah. When 
snkrKKiks a wall <if)wn Spricht cuts down all his bedees 
TO IS a story <)f a pavilion all his hedges. There is a storv 
afavihoii built by lorn which .spilt Spricht's view towards 
ratCloud. The tailor then rai.sed the gallery of his pigeon- 
m. The other replied liy a frc.sh storey. Spricht did not 
Id himself beaten, ami the two buildings, by help of many 
TO and workmen, continued their ascent till one fine night 
(wind easily blew them both down, owing to their frail 
^Wtion. Spricht, returning from a journey to Italy, 
Wit tiMk from Venice a gondola, a real gondola, moerfed 
m small harbour at the erid of his property ; a wedk later. 
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pft ! pft ! a pretty steam yacht, with sails, came alongside 
Tom Levis's quay, stirring up in the water the reflections of tie 
turrets, roofs, battlements of his villa. 

To keep up such a pace, the Empire would have had to 
last for ever, and its last hour had come. The war, the siege, 
departure of foreigners, were a real disaster for the two trades, 
men, more particularly for Tom Levis, whose property was laid 
waste by the invasion, whilst Spricht’s was spared. But, on the 
return peace, the struggle between the two rivals began more 
vigorously than ever, this time not on an equal footing, as the 
great tailor saw all his customers return to him, whilst poor Ton 
waited in vain for the return of his. The inscription : “Infer, 
mation, discretion, despatch” brought in nothing, or almost 
nothing and the mysterious general no longer called for hi 
secret commission at the Agency. Anybody but Levis would 
have drawn in his horns, but that devil of a fellow had invincibfe 
habits of spending— something in his hands which prevented 
them from shutting. And, besides, the Sprichts were theid 
lugubrious since the debacle, proclaiming the end of the world 
as near 5 and they had built at the bottom of their park t 
reduced copy of the ruins of the Hotel de Ville, with its crumbled 
walls blackened by fire. On Sunday nights it was lit up w® 
Bengal fire, and all the Sprichts mourned around it. It was 
ominous. J Tom Levis, on the contrary, grown Republican 
from hatred of his rival, celebrated_ regenerate Frandn, 
organised jousts, regattas, crowned rosieres, and, at one oi 
the coronatiqns, in a' luxurious expansion of joy, one summer’s 
night, at concert hour, carried off the band of the Champs 
Elysees, which came to Courbevoie in his yacht, sails flying and 
music resounding on the watef. 

Debts accumulated rapidly at that rate, but the English 
man hardly worried about it. No one understood better that 
he ho\y to baffle creditors by aplomb and impudent haughti 
ness. No one — not even the clerks in his Agency, wej 
trained though they were, had his manner of curiously exami 
ning bills as though they were palimpsests, of tossing then 
into a drawer with a superior air ; no one had his dodges for no 
paying, for gaining time. Time 1 that was what Tom Levi 
counted on to discover at last some profitable operation, wha 
he called a great stroke. But in vain betook his hansom 
feverishly roamed about Paris, with sharpened eyes, greftij 
tdetb, on the scent and lookout for his prey. The years IW 
bjTj and the great stroke did not come. 
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One afternoon, when the Agency was swarming _ with 
vole a tall young man, of languid and haughty mien, a 
licai eye a thin moustache on the puffy paleness of a good- 
Ikine face, approached the principal wicket, and asked to 
.ak to Tom Levis. The employee, deceived by the 
reraptoriness ol the demand, took him for a creditor, and was 
eadv assuming his most contemptuous manner when the 
ijn? man in a sharp voice, with a nasal tone, doubled the 
oertinence, told the “wretched fool” that he was to inform 
I master at once that the King of Illyria wanted to speak to 
n. “Ah monseigneur — monseigneur — ” The cosmopolitan 
)wd turned inquistively towards the hero of Ragusa. From 

the open boxes dashed a swarm of clerks to escoi t his 
ajesty to usher him into the office of Tom Levis who had 
t yet arrived, but was expected every moment. 

It was the first time Christian had appeared at the Agency, 
e old Duke de Rosen having up till then settled all the 
counts of the little court. But to-day l*:was a question of 
intimate an affair, so delicate, that the ^mg did not dare 
entrust it to the aide-de-camp— a small house to be hiied 
r a circus-rider who had just replaced Amy Ferat, a furnished 
ivilion to be ready in twenty-four hours, with servants, stable, 
id certain facilities of access. One of those tours defofce 
hich the Levis Agency alone was able to per orm. 

The salon where he waited contained only two large arm- 
lairs in moleskin, one of those narrow silent gas stoves whose 
iflector seems to throw back the fire from an adjacent room, 
small table with a blue cloth. ™ 

'ottin. Half the room was occupied by the high grating also 
raped with blue curtains, of a bureau, carefully arranged, oji 

hich was displayed, above a great open 

ound corners, encircled with ink erasers, sand, rulers a d 
mwioers a lont? shelf full of books of the same size— books 
fthe^gwcy-fheir green backs lined up like J" 

arade. The order of this small silent 

f the things that filled it, did honour to the old caster 
bsent for the moment, whose meticulous 

here. Whilst the King continued to wait, stretched 

,n arm-chair, his nose poked above his 'toos ^ 

L movement of the glass door giving on 

>y a big Algerian hanging, down like ^ 

leheatd a light, quick scratching of a pen J? 

Sbtoebody was seated at the bureau, and not the old 
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white-headed clerk for whom the niche seemed made b > 
the most delightful little woman that ever thumbed™ 
ledger. At Christian's gesture of surprise she turned, enveloned 

him in a soft, long look, drowning a sparkle at the corner nf 

each eye. The whole room was lit up by that look eve 
as it was musically charmed by an almost tremblin?'vnir. 
that murmured : ^ ^ 


My husband is keeping you rather long, monseigneur.* 
Tom Levis her husbaud ? the husband of this suave beino 
with the refined, pale profile, with the full form of a statueto 
of Tanagra— how did she chance to be there, alone in that 
cage, thumbing those big books, whose whitenss was reflected 
in her pale complexion, whose pages her little fingers had 
difficulty in turning I and this on one of those beautiful sunshinv 
rebruary days, which lights up the lovely grace, the dresses^ 
the smiles of the women walking along the boulevards. 

■ Going up to her, he paid her -some compliment in whicli 
these various impressions were mingled, but he could hardlv 
speak for the beating of his heart, seized by one of those 
sudden and unbridled desire.s, such as he did not remember to 
have had before, spoilt and 3/ase as he was. The fact was' 
the type of this woman, between twenty- five and thirty was' 

‘■®'"oved from little ColSte de 
brazen impudence, the painted 

noSrS' embar'rassing a 

nobly sad majesty oftheQueen-neither coquetry, nor boldness 

ilk resets, nothing that he had met with in society or I' 

his relations vvith the demt-monde. This pretty woman with her 
appearance, her beautiful dark hair, smooth ”as 
that of women who dress it in the morning for the rest of the 
ay, who, cladl in a plain violet woollen dress, might but for two 

^ dmary female accountant, suddenly appeared to him in her 

seen through the iron grating of a cloi,ster, or an Eastern slave 
i^de??shf V? terrace. And 

cfr-o ' uTi- ’ ^t the roots of her hair the 

straight line of her eyebrows, her half-opened lips Sve an 
Asiatic appearance to this Parisian. Christian ’v^o was 
s anding opiMsite to her, called to mind the bald forehead the 
monkeyish characteristics of her husband. How was it she 
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Was it not a robbery. 


was in the power of such a clown ? 
flagrant injustice ? 

However, the soft voice went on slowly in excuses : 

Im sorry Tom IS late— if your Majesty would tell me 
what you want I might perhaps ” ^ 

«. embarrassment. He would never 

have dared to tell this candid, obliging person the rather 
dubious establishment he was meditating. ^ lattier 

She then insisted, with a smile ; 

Agenc^boTs"’^^-'®'*^ ^ ‘he 

And you could see she had authority in the house for at 
every moment some clerk would come to the little casement 
opening from the private room into the shop, and askTn a 
whisper for the most heteroclite information. “They're asking 
Karitide s piano ; the person from the Hotel df 
Bristol Js there —she seemed to know everything, answered 
l,y a word, by a number, and the King, much bewS?d 
asked J^^self whether this shopangel, this ethereal being’ 
reaUy knew about the Englishman’s underhand dealings. 

' No, madame, the business which brings me here is not 
argent, or at least it is so no longer— my ideas have changed 
since an hour ago." wwigca 

stammered these words. 

then, suddenly paused, regretting his rashness, as he beholds 

^e woman s calm activity, her long eyelashes almost brushing 
the paper while her pen moves firmly on. Oh ! how he 
longed to drag her from her prison, to carry her off in his 

her ears those soothing. loving 
words with which little children are calmed, ® ^ 

^ The temptation becomes so strong that he is obliged to 
Levis leave abruptly, without having seen J. Tom 

^ Night was coming, foggy and cold ; the King, usually so 

carriage, and went on. 

thf leading from 

tile Madeleine to the Place Vendome. So enthusiastic, so 

delighted was he, that he .spoke out loud to' himself his hair 
wtning down over his eyes, before which flames seemed to 
lu many of these exuberant joys do we not pass 

through in the streets, and feel as if they left us some of their 
phosphorescence ? 

; The King reached his club in that happy state, and did 
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not observe the gloomy apoearance of the long line of recep 
tion-rooms, which were filled with the melancholy of the 
uncertain, unoccupied twilight hour, more dispiriting still b 
such _ half-public resorts, where the intimacy of home, is 
wanting. The lamps were being brought in, a slow, dull game 
of billiards was proceeding at the other end; there was a 
rustling of newspapers, and the heavy breathing of a sleeper 
stretched out on the big drawing-room sofa, whom the Kipff 
disturbed by his entry. He turned with a yawn which 
show'ed his broken teeth, and extended his lean arms as he 
mournfully queried ; 

“Are you going to have a spree to-night ?” 

Christian uttered a cry of pleasure : 

“Ah, prince, I was looking for you.” 

Prince d Axel, more familiarly Queue-de-Faiile, evidently 
knew better than Rigolo'all the secrets of Parisian life. 

During all the ten years the prince had .spent in every 
corner of the boulevards he knew them from end to end, from 
the steps of Tortoni to the gutter, and would doubtless be able 
to give him the information he recjuired. Knowing well the 
only way of making his Highness speak, of loo.sening his dull 
heavy brain, which French wines, though he drank them in 

large quantities, had never successfully stirred up, any more 
1 fermentation of a vintage can inflate and despatch 
aloft like a balloon the great ironbound barrel that contains it 
Christian quickly asked for a pack of cards. Even as 
Mohere's heroine's are only witty fan in hand, D’Axel only 
became a little lively when handling the ‘pasteboard.” 

pe fallen Majesty and the Crown Prince in disgrace, 
the two celebrities of the club, then began the game of CWnese 
hezique before dinner, the most "swell” game in the world 
because It does not tire the head, and enahle.s the clumsiest 
player to lose a fortune without the least effort. 

1, Top ^ Levis is married then f” asked Christian carelessly 
as he cut the cards. , 

other looked at him with his dull red-rimmed eyes. 

Didn't know ?” . 

“No. Who is the woman ?" 

"Sephora Leemans — celebrity.” 

‘^tf ^®™Wed at the name of Sephora. 

She is a Jewess ?" 

"Probably.” 

There was a momfeiPs siltfnce. And, indeed, the im- 
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pression made by Sephora must have been very deep— her 
smooth oval face, her bright eyes, her sleek air must have 
been very fascinating— to conquer the prejudice, to remain in 
the memory of this Catholic Slav, haunted since his child- 
hood's days by the robberies, the accursed witchcraft of the 
Bohemian Jews in the country. He went on with his ques- 
tions. Unfortunately the prince was losing and absorbed in 
play grumbled in his long yellow beard : 

'‘Ah, but I’m bored — I’m bored.” 

It was impossible to get anything else out of him. 

Good ! there s Wattelet. Come here Wattelet” said 
the King to a big fellow, who had just entered, lively and noisy 
as a big puppy. 

This Wattelet, the favourite painter of the Grand Club 
and of society generally, rather good-looking at a distance' 
but on closer inspection bearing the visible signs of a fast life' 
represented the modern artist, who so little resembles the 
flamboyant tradition of 1830. Fashionably dressed and 
groomed^ a frequenter of salons and green rooms_, he had 
nothing of the student e.N:cept a certain swing and suppleness 
his man of the world’s costume, and in his mind, as in his under 
language, the same elegant looseness, and an indifferent and 
cynical wrinkle at the mouth. Visiting the club one day tc> 

decorate the dining-room, he had made himself so agreeable 
so indispensable to all the members, that he had become onq 
of the establishment, the organiser for life of the rather 
monotonous parties md fetes of the place, bringing to bear on 
those pleasures the freshness of a picturesque imagination and 
an education acquired in all kinds of society. ' 

“My dear Wattelet ! my little Wattelet !” 

They couldn’t do without him. He was the intimate of 
all the members of the club, their wives, their mistresses. He 
would draw on one side of a card the costume of the Duchess 

de V for the next Embassy ball, and on the other side 

the bizarre skirt over the flesh-coloured tights of Mademoiselle 
Alzire, the duke’s little pet. 

On Thursday his studio was open to all his noble clients, 
who enjoysd the freedom, the unceremoriious and fantastic 
gossip of the house, the butterfty — blend of soft colours com- 
ir% from the tapestries, the curiosities, the lacquered furniture, 
and the artist’s canvases, a kind of painting which resembled 
himself— elegant, but a trifle vulgar — portraits of women,, 
generally executed with an insight into Parisian trickery,,- 
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disguised complexions, wild heads of hair — a kind of art that 
inspired Spricht to say, with the disdainful condescension of 
4 he parvenu tradesman for the painter who is getting on ; 

“Only this little fellow knows how to paint the women 
I dress.” 

At the King's first word Wattelet began to langh. 

“But, monseigneur, that is little Sephora.” 

“‘You know her ?” 

'“Intimately.” 

"“Tell me then ” 

_ And while the game went on between the two grands 
:seigneurs the painter, sitting astride a chair, and full of pride 
at his intimacy with them, posed, coughed, and, assuming the 
voice of the showman explaining the picture in his booth he 
began : ’ 


"Sephora Leemans, born in Paris in 1845-6 or 7 in a 
curiosity shop in the Rue Eginhard, in the Marais - a' dirty 
httl^ mouldy alley, between the Passage Charlemagne and 

S’®. Some day, returning from 

Saint-Mande, your Majesty should get your coachman 
to go by that labyrinth of streets. You would see an 
amazing Paris — such houses— such heads — a jargon of 
Alsatian and Hebrew ; shops, dens full of waste, with old 
clothes and rags piled up before each door, old women with 
hooked noses sorting them or stripping old umbrellas; and 

regular medieval ghetto, swarming 
with houses of the period, iron balconies, high windows. Still 

fr V f a Jew. He is a Belgian from Ghent 
^ and the girl, though she may be called Sephora, is 

a half Jewess, with the complexion, the eyes of the race, but 
T J ; on the contrary, the prettiest little straight 
•nose. I don t know where she has got it from. Father Lee- 
•mans has an awful snout, my first medal at the AW<?«-that 
7 goodness, yes, the old fellow shows in a comer of 

he calls his shop 

wn ^“h-length portrait signed Wattelet, and not one of my 

discovered of insinuating myself 

s? of £ tacf.r'"® “ 

well beauty was 

weM shown up by the surrounding antiquities: and sn 

intelligent, so clever at selling, with a surety of eye as good as 
her father’s about the true value of a ciyio. ^ ^ 
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“Ah ! the amateurs would come to the shop for the pleasure 
of touching her fingers, the wavy silk of her hair, while hend- 
ingover the same glass case. The mother, never trouble- 
some, an old woman, so black round the eyes that she had 
the air of wearing spectacles, always darning, her nose buried 
in some guipure, or old pieces of tapestry, not bothering about 
her daughter, and how right she was. Sephora was a serious, 
character, whom nothing could lead astray from her path.” 

“Really ?” said the King, who seemed enchanted. 

“Your Majesty may judge by this. Mother Leemans 
slept at the shop ; the daughter returned about ten to her 
father that he might not be alone. Well, this wonderful 
creatre, whose beauty was celebrated, sung in all the papers, 
who could, with a mere nod of the head, have rnade 
Cinderella^s coach rise up from the ground before her, waited 
every night for the Madeleine omnibus and returned straight 
to the nest of the paternal owl. 

“In the morning, as the omnibuses had not yet started at the. 
hour of her departure, she would go on foot in all weather, her 
black dress under a waterproof, and I swear to you that in alf 
the crowd of shopgirls who come down the Rue de Rivoli- 
Saint-Antoine, in hood, hat, or bare-headed, sulky, pale, or 
smiling, fresh little throats coughing at the fog, always w’ith- 
some gallant at their heels, not one could have held a candle 
to her.” 

“What time does she start ?” grunted the royal prince,, 
very wide awake, ' 

But Christian grew impatient. 

“Let him finish — and then ?’’ 

“Then, monseigneur, I succeeded in introducing myself 
into my angel’s house, and I pushed my point quite gently. 
On Sundays they organised small family parties for loto, with 
some curiomongers of the Passage Charlemagne — delightful 
society, I always came back with fleas. But I sat &side 
Sephora, trod on her toes under the table while she gazed at 
me with such frank, angelic eyes that I was firmly convinced 
of her ignorance, purity, and virtue. 

“Then came a day when, visiting their hovel in the Rue^ 
Eginhard, I found the whole place upside down, the mother 
crying, the father furiou.s, cleaning an old musket with which 
he. swore he would take revenge on the accursed seducer. The 
girl had just run away with Baron Sala, one of old Leeman’s 
wealthiest clients, and the old man, I afterwards learnt, had 
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himself sold his daughter, like any valuable old ironwork 
Sephma hid herself and her septuagenarian lover in Swityp/ 
land, Scotland, by the side of their blue lakes, for two or tC 
Then suddenly I beared she had returned and start J 
a family hotel at one end of the Avenue cl’ Antin. “ 

"I hastened there. I found her just as lovable and serene 
as ever, presiding over the most promiscuous table d' hoti 
garnished with Brazilians, English. ’ 

One half of the guests were still eating salad, whilst the 
others were already turning back the tablecloth to pljj 
baccarat. There she got to know J. Tom Levis, not handsomT 
not even young then, and without a penny. "What did he do 
to her ? —a mystery. What is certain is, she sold her place 
for him, married him, helped him to set up the Agency at 
to prosperous, now declining, so that Sephora. whoin no-one 
ever saw who lived as a recluse in the queer abode Tom 
Levis had run up made only a few month.s ago a new appear- 
ance in the world in the shape of the most delightful book- 
pavens! the effect on the customers .' The flower 
of the clubs begins to meet in the Rue Royale. They flht a 
the wicket of the cashier's office, as fimerly ' in Ae old 

woman is a terror to me. Always the 
s^e, since ten years, without a fold, without a writ kle with 
her long eyelashes cast down, her eyes always younir andTu l 
and all tot for to grotoqne husbaid she aLeruPs « ’ 
to discourage the worst smitten ” enougn 

The King shuffled the cards in irritation. 

There are some who like it, mohseigneur.” 

comfento' *“>'"8 vulgar accent 


all the .signals 


Nothing to be done with that woman 
against one— line blocked." ' 

?™t;a7s’’a 'Sa'’r“ ^ 

to get a little gone on SephoraTho w^dd^\TbetbS^^^^ 
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by silence, or disdain, it would be a business of only a month— 
not more/’ 

“Bet you won’t,” said D’Axel. 

“How much ?” 

‘'Two thousand louis/’ 

“I take you. Wattelet, ask for the book/’ 

This book, in which the bets of the Grand Club were 
entered, was as curious and instructive in its way as those in 
Levis s den The greatest names of the French aristocracy 
were here found, connected with the absurdest foolishest 
impossiblest bets— that, for instance, of the Duke Courson’ 
Launay, who bet and lost every hair of his body so that he 
could not go out for a fortnight. Several inventions were still 
more extravagant, and the signatures inscribed on a hundred 
glorious deeds were to be found coupled in this record of foliv 
Around the two parties to the bet several members of the 
club were grouped in respectful curiosity. This ridiculous 
cynical wager, excusable perchance amid the laughter and 
intoxication of a number of foolish youths, appeared different 
when sanctioned by the gravity of baldheads, the social ranks 
they repre.sented, and the importance of the signatures to be 
affixed, and the onlooker might have been persuaded he was 
assisting at the conclusion of an international treaty affecting 
the destinies of Europe. ^ ^ 

Thus it was recorded ; Tkzs 3 rd Fehuary x 87 < HM 
Christan xi wagers toith H. R. H. Prince d’ Axel' two 
^kmand napoleons he gams the favour of Sefhora L before 
>.k end of the present month." ' 

“This, perhaps, would have been the true occasion for the 
signatures kigolo, and Queue-de- Poule,” said Wattelet to 
briself, as he caned the book away, the shadow of a malicious 
laugh crossing his .society-clown face. 

GAapler c5rar 

THE BOHEMIA OF EXILE 

If’ ^ y®'’- C^oddam ! Shocking. 

•ts only when ywi don t want to pay or answer that you ufe 
lUch com. But that won t wash any more. Let's settle accounts, 
'ou old scamp. 

‘‘Really’ M Lebeau, you jump on me with a vehemence.- 

And to utter the word ‘ vehemence,” which he seems 
xoud to include in his vocabulary, as he repeats it three or 
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four times, J. Tom Levis throws himself back and aonp 
to vanish within the big white tie of old- fashioned cleri ? 
type that clings round his neck. At the .same time his sh ft 
eyes turn about, masking his inscrutable thoughts, whilst^ 
opponent’s glance cowers under his lowered eyelids a 4 
answers the Englishman’s rascally talk by the vulo-ar cunn' 
visible on his narrow, weasel-like countenance. With his tk^ 
curled hair, his austere black coat, the correctness of p’ 
appearance, Maitre Lebeau has .seraething of the look 
prosecutor at the old chatelet but as there is nothin^ a 
argument, the anger created by interests in danger to rew?! 
a man’s true character, so at this moment it happens’ that tft 
elegant Lebeau, the oily, gentlemanlike person, polished lit! 
his own fingernails, the favourite of royal anterooms the form, 
footman of the Tuileries, shows himself the miseiable lackej 
he really is, greedy for game and prey. ’ 

To shelter themselves from a spring shower which 
thoroughly cleansing the flags of the courtyard, the two "nS 
had taken refuge in the big coach-house, with whitened S 
freshly done over and covered with thick matting half wav un 
which protected from the damp the many magnificent carriaoM 
standing there wheel to wheel-from the gala coacheT^al 
glass and gilding, to the comfortable four-in-hands used S 
- Ju«<:hes to the ordinary light phaeton, to the sledg 

that the Queen drove over the ice and snow when there was^a 
forst— each recalling, in the repose and twilght of the coacb 
house the splendid horses that carry them forth briskly 0 
majestically, according to occasion. What completed thJ 
impression of comfort, of luxurious idlene.ss, was the neighbour 
hood of the stables, from which arose a noise of snorting S 
kickingagainst the woodwork, and the open .sadSe'-ror 
showing a waxed floor, the whips in the mck.i the harness aS 

SatnrwiS'L^^^’ aS S 

raised in |gument mt,^S^ 4 h^he rahrSlin^'L^lJaTphl 

tke.r Majesai lefuhe P™amtlc“tor 

hostility What was o,- of the mo.st pronounced 

Eosuuty. wnat was the errangment in return > ixr„!l .1 a 
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to share all the commissions, the tradesmen’s tips? Well, 
was it so ? 

‘.Oh yes, it was so ” 

“Then why this trickery ?” 

“No— no, never cheat,” said J. Tom Levis, his hand on his 
shirt front. 

“Come, now, you old humbug. All the trades people have 
given you forty par cent. 1 have the proofs. And you said 
you had only ten. So, on the million that the Saint-Mande 
establishment cost, I have five per cent, for myslf— that is 
fifty thousand francs —and you thirty-five per cent. — that 
is, seven times fifty thousand francs — that is, three hundred 
and fifty thousand francs ; three hundred and fifty thousand 
francs, three hundred and fifty thasand. 

He was suffocating with rage, this amount of money stick- 
ingin his throat like a fish-bone. Tom tried to soothe him 
down. Firstly, it was all greatly exaggerated — and besides 
the agent had had huge expenses — the rent of his house 
in the Rue Royal was increased — so much money had been 
paid out, and so little had come in — without considering that 
for him it was only a momentary affair, could only happen 
once, while Leheau was there always, and in a house in which 
the expenses were over twenty thousand francs a year opportu- 
nities could not be wanting. 

But the valet would not take this view. His own affairs 
concerned nobody, and certainly he was not going to be 
plundered by a dirty Englishman. 

“Monsior Lebeau, you’re impertinent. I sha’n’t talk with 
you any more.” 

And Tom Levi.s began to move to the door. But the 
other barred the way. 

“Go without paying ! Ah, no 1” 

His lips were pale. His weasel-face, distorted with fury, 
touched the Englishman, who was still very calm, and so 
irritatingly cool that the valet atlast. lasing in head entirely, 
shook his fist at him, with a coarse insult. With a back hand 
blow, quick as a sword parry, the Englishman knocked down 
bis fist, and in the finest accent of the Faubourg Antoine : 

“None of that, old man— or Pll go for you,” he said. 

The effect of those few word.s was prodigious. Lebeau, 
amazed, looked about him mechanically to see if it could really 
have been the Englishman who spoke, then, his glance falling 
iP Toro Levis, suddenly grown very red and his eyes roHing, 
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lie was seized with a fit of wild merriment, in which his recent 
wrath vibrated, and which at last overcame the agent himself, 

“Oh I you d d humbug ! d d humbug ! I ought 

to have suspected you. No Englishman could be so fearfully 
English as you are. 

They were still laughing, without having regained breath, 
when all at once the door in the harness-room opened, and 
the Queen appeared. She had stopped a few moments before 
in the neighbouring stable, in which she had fastened up her 
favourite mare, and she had’ heard every word of the conversa- 
tion. The treason, being of so low a source, hardly moved 
her at all.' She had long had her own opinion of Lebeaii, 
the hypocritical valet, witness of all her humiliations, all her 
wretchedness ; the other, the man of the hansom, she hardly 
knew, a more tradesman. From those, however, she now learnt 
important things. So the establishment of Saint-Mande costa 
million 5 the life they thought so careful, so modest, cost two 
hundred thousand francs a year, and they had hardly forty 
thousand. How could she have been so long blind to the fact 
that their means were insufficient? Who then provided the 
funds for all these expenses ? Who paid for them— for all ti 
luxury, this house, those houses, carriages, even her dress, her 
private charities ? Shame at the thought burned her cheeks as 
she went across the courtyard in the rain and quickly went up 
the small fiight of steps to the steward's room. 

Rosen, occupied in arranging bills on which were piles of 
gold, started up in astonishment at seeing her. 

“No — remain seated," she said abruptly ; and bending over 
the writing table, she put her hand, still gloved, on it, deter- 
mined, pressing authoritative : 

“Rosen, on what have we been living for two years ? Oh, 
no circumlocution 1 I know all I thought merely hired is 
.bought in our name and paid for. I know Saint-Mande alone 
cost us more than a million, the million we brought from Illyria, 
You must tell me who has helped us .since then, and from 
whom we are receiving alms." 

The old man’s dismayed face, the quiver of his thousand 
little wrinkles, revealed the truth to Frederique. 

“You 1 It’s you 1" 

She would never have thought it and whilst he excused 
himself, stammering out the words, “duly— gratitude- 
gratitude— resttiiution." 

“Duke," she said vehemently, “the King does not tafe! 
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back what he has once given, and the Queen is not to be kept 
Jike a ballet dancer.” 

Tears shone in her eyes, tears of pride that did not fall. 

“Oh ! pardon, pardon.’^ 

He was so humble, and kissed her finger tips with such 
an expression of sorrow that she was somewhat softened. 

“My dear Rosen you will draw up an account of your 
advances A receipt shall be given you, and the King shall 
pay it as soon as possible. As for further expenses, I intend 
to look after them. I will take care they do not go beyond 
our income. We will sell horses and carriages. The 
establishment must be kept down. Exiled princes must be 
jonterit with little. 

The old duke started 

“Do not deceive yourself, madam, it is especially in exile 
that royalty requires all its prestige. Ah ! if I had been 
hearkened to, it is not here, in a distant suburb, with an 
establishment only suitable for a stay at some watering place 
that your Majesties would have come to live. I would have 
nstalled you in a place, in the full flow of Parisian life, be- 
lieving that what deposed monarchs have most to be afraid 
)fis the indifference which steals over them when they have 
become acquainted with the levelling familiarity, the hustling 
sf the streets. I have, I know, been often considerd absurd 
in ray points of etiquette, my childish, superannuated clinging 
to them. And yet those forms are more important than ever, 
they help to support the pride of demeanour which so easily 
lisappears in misfortune. It is the unyielding armour that 
seeps the soldier erect even when he is wounded to death.” 

For a moment she remained without answering, her open 
orehead crossed by an idea which had just come to her. 
rhen she raised her head and said : 

"It’s impossible 5 there’s a dignity worth more than this. I 
Mter this evening I intend things shall be changed asT have 
low determined." 

He thereupon became more insistent, almoi^ beseeching, 

“But your Maje.sty does not reflect. A sale of horses, 
arriages, a sort of royal bankruptcy, what a stir it would 
make, what a scandal I” 

’/‘What is happening now is even more scandalous.’'' 

“Who knows it ? Who even suspects it ? How should 
ipybody think that Ko.sen, the old miser— you hesitated 
yourself about believing it just now. Oh, madame, madame. 
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I. entreat you to accept what you are pleased to call mv rio 
tion. First of all, it would be attempting^ the impossible r 
you only knew -your income for the whole year would h 
provide the king with enough to pay his gambling debts” 

1 he King shall play no .more, duke.” ' 

It was said in such a voice, with such a look, Rosen A 
notventure to insist any longer. Still, he allowed himsy! 
add one more observation : '' 

“I will do as your Majesty demands. But I bya you tr 
remember that in an emergency I have at least desewd to 
thp first person to be consulted.” ' 

loni^^ certain the application must be made befoit 

The promLsed reforms began ne.'ct day. Half the 1 
got notice, the tn^ieee carriages we J ae.lt „ T.t S 
Where they were sold at fair prices, barring the gala S 
too startling and .showy to suit private petiple. Ih, weveri 

were got rid of. thanks to an American chan which had 
■started in Fans, and the the splendid vehicles bSt S 
Rosens orders, to pre.serve about his princes some of h 
vanished pomp, in he hope of a return to Leybach served ! 
exh.bitthefascinationsof Chine.se dwarfs and leanS 1? 
keys. Towards, the end of the rej.resentations, on the d1‘ 
ordered sand ofthe arena, those princely carriagk thf coab 

.perspiration. V^at an augury for royalty ! f 

ideas aa-e. as evanescent as the ephemeral- Ihe^s ^ ^ 

reforms resolved on by the Queen w.Uout”any eSufatiS 
Since his last shocking escapade, he seemed almoJ?KlS 
in her presence, with the humbi; air ofTrebS ^ 

To'SJ was the eS foj all 

foly. And, nfter all, what did the reforms in the estabJistJ 
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ment concern up to debauchery and pleasure 

his life was spent elsewhere. Strange to say, he did not onS 
have recourse to Rosen's purse during six months Tht 
raised his dignity somewhat m the Queen's eyes, and it wS 

also a relief not to see the English agent’s fantastic hansom 

waiting contiou^^lly in a corner of the courtyard, no Wer to 
confront the obsequious smile of this courtier-like creditor on 
the staircase , . 

And still tbe King spent a great deal, and indulged in all 
kinds of amusements more extevagantly than ever Where 
did he get the money from ? , Elysee became acquainted with 
it. in the most curious way, through old Uncle Sauvadon the 
worthy man, whose instruction about ''opinions on thino's*’ he 
had once undertaken, the only one of his old acquaintances he 
still visited since he had joined the household in the Rue 
Herbillon. Irlc occasionally lunched with him at Bercy 
brought him neN^ of Colette, whom the old fellow complained' 
he never saw Colette was his adopted child, the daughter of 
a we-Il-beloved, impecunious brother, whom' he had supported 

till lais death. -Always taking the greatest interest in her he 

had paid for Her nurses, her christening dress, and letter for 
her . upbringing: in the most fashionable Paris -convent. She 
was his single vice, the embodiment of his vanity, the beauti- 
ful doll on wtiich he concentrated all his ambitions' and when 

in the parlour of the Sacre-Coeur, the little Sauvadon whis- 
pered to her uncle: “That girl’s mother is a baroness, or 
duchess, or marchioness,” the millionaire uncle answered with 
a shrug of his broad shoulders : "Well do something better 
than that for you.” He made her, indeed, a princess at 
eighteen. Princes on the lookout for fortunes are not uncom- 
eom in Paris j the Levis Agency has quite a large assortment 
ready ; all that has to be done is to settle the figures. And 
Sauvadon did not consider two millions too much to pay for 
the privilege of appearing in a corner of the sa/ott on the 


young Brincess de Rosen’s reception nights, for the right of 
cheering her guests with the broad smile that turned up the 
corners of his mouth, and made it resemble the rim of a 
porringer between his short, bristly whiskers. 

At first be mistrusted himself, hardl}' spoke, surprised, 
frightened people by his dumbne.ss. It is not in a warehouse 


at Percy, . in the traffic of southern wines, that anyone 
can learn to sp»eak well. Then, thanks to Meraut, he acquired 
a few ready-made ideas, a few bold aphorisms on the events 


no 
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of the day, the last new novel. The uncle .spoke anH * 
stdtify himself much, and the guests le™ dumfe 
when the white-waistcoated, clumsy fellow picturesaueSf 
forth certain theories in the manner of De Mafstre 
day the sovereigns of Illyria robbed him of his proWderl 
Ideas and the means of displaying them. Collette/ bomid bv 
duties as a dame of honour, no longer left ^ainf 
Mande, and Sauvadon knew too well the chief of the civil 2 
military department to expect admittance there. He S 
not even spoken of it Fancy the duke bringing him nresent 

ing^him to the proud Frederique !-a Bercy wine me cha^ 
And not a retired merchant, but, on the* comrarr fn 2 
.ct.v.ty, fo^ in spite of his millions, his 

S^tuvadon soil »orked, spent his time »t the warehoS S 
the quay, a pen behind his ear, his hair ruffled amid ca^tP« 

f ^ multilated and cup up in inn 

merable casks, repre.senting row upon row of his riches “if 
I stopped I should die.» he would say And ind^H h! i- ‘I 
on the noise of rolling casks. thrSLic^ stdl of Si 
wme rising up from those great store in the damo cellars 
^em he had begun Ufe fotty-Sve years si„<i'‘Ll%"';„5l„’S 

Here^it was Elysee came now and then to see his formpK 
pupil and enjoy one of those lunches only to be had at Berev 

ir^nlh^fir’' ?' 'I-' T"/ a i S 

wme just drawn, the fish quivering fresh from the nonH 

ocal recipes for cooking them m mateht^ iuS: a? in /h^ 

interior of Languedoc or the Vosges. It wal no’loL^r Z ® 

ElAeeasifhe hade Le a “V't*"* 

SftTr M • Meraut told him ab-mt his niece her Hfe at 

dLL"‘v°i; s' ““ 

Doubtless he was would never witness, 

dining with king and oueen^^"^ lady-in-waitings 

butthedissaStmlt?! ^ ceremony. 

What is he to be so hauehtv ? 



THE BOHEMIA OF EXILE 71 

Why, I bought them with my money. His. crosses, his medals, 
bis stars ? Eh I I shall have them when I want them. Indeed, 
ny dear Meraut, you don’t know. Since I saw you Eve had 
soBie good luck.” 

“What is it, uncle ?” 

He called him “uncle” with an affectionate southern 
amiliarity, the desire to give shape to the particular sym- 
jathy-— without any intellectual bond — he felt for the big 
nerchant. 

“My dear chap, Eve got the Lion of Illyria — the com- 
nande'rs cross. The duke, who’s so proud, with his grand 
lordon ! On New Year’s Day, when I pay my call, Ell put it 
m— it’ll teach him.” 

Elysee could not believe it. The order of the Lion ! — 
me of the oldest, most sought after in Europe — given to Uncle 
iauvadon, to "my uncle.” Why ? For having sold doctored 
irine at Bercy 9 

"Oh, it’s very simple," said the other. “I paid for the 
;rade of commander as I paid for the title of prince. For a 
ittle more I should have had the order of the grand cordon— 
t was also on sale." 

"Where ?” asked Elysee, paling. 

‘‘Why, at the Levis Agency, Rue Roy ale. You can get 

verything at that d d Englishman’s. My cross cost 

sn thosand francs — the cordon was valued at fifteen thousand, 
nd I know the man who has bought it Guess whom ? Biscarat, 
be big hairdresser, Biscarat of the Boulevard des Capucines, 
lut, my dear sir, what I tell you is known all over Paris. 

10 to Biscarat ; you will find at the end of the lagre hall, 

fhere he officiates among his thirty assitants, a huge photo- . 
raph of him as ‘Figaro,’ razor in hand, with the broad ribbon 
f the order acro.ss his chest. The design is copied in miniature 
n all the bottles in the shop. If the general saw it his 
loustache would fly up to his no.se, I should think, eh ? You 
mow, when he- ” ■ 

He tried to take off the genral’s grimace, but, as he had . 

0 moustache, it was not a bit like it. 

‘‘You’ve got your patent, uncle ? Will you show it me ?” 

Elysee still hoped that there was some forgery, some fraud' 

1 which the Levis Agency dealt unscrupulously. No {, 

11 seemed in order, drawn up according to formula, sealed 
'ith the Illyrian arms, and the signatures of Boscovich and 
ling Christian 11. Doubt was out of the question. A trade 
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in crosses and cordons was being carried on with the T?; 
permission ; besides, to complete his conviction Meram if 
only to visit the councillor on his return to Safnt-Minde ^ 

In a-corner of the immense hall which occupi^' tht 
top floor of the house and served as a workroom to Chr' 
who never worked-as sa//, m ZTsi ?n. 

found Boscovich among his drawers, big envelopes < f 
p^er, sheetslaid one over the other, in thich the latest^aT" 
plants were drying. During his exile the £ i? ** 

a collection in the woods of Vincennes and 
contain the richest flora in FranS rI hi? '^hic 

the herbarium of a famous botanist, just dead “an?Tost 
inspection of his new wealth, he bent ovt ma^nifSL 
raised cautiously, oue by one the he»v\/ F ^ 

.^ich appeared flattened pS./4 SLTeev’oh!,''” 

H™‘’whrLri' 

LaUn n.»e, «s 'riorofetl “ 

him When he observed the flower to be aLckeTLS. 

iTU'aT of'c2c«mis ’ mteSsffl 

thing fell dovvn” fkttered shaken the wholi 

whirlwind. . ' away-flowers roots, in a fra: 

through tile maMify^ne u looking 

sorrow and pride^he^pointed m expressing 

the worm in the wSd 1 ‘'Tu” « 

monster. Elysee could^'not suipict ^him°“ • ""I ^ 

was incapable of sconnHr»i; ^he poor imbecile 

resistance!^ As soS t V 

he began to tremble and , were spoken ol 
stepidi™ and nervois. Wh. iff Tfe IC°''"n 5“ 

decorations with the Levis Agencv '’ ^ is trafficking in 

Hg than told him the stofv nf t 

all Paris was just then ZhLJ^^ 1“®" 
his little feminine cries but wa« n » uttered one of 

» but was not really much scandalised } 
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mything that was not connected with his mania had little 
iiterest for him. 

But it's unworthy — a man like you—to lend a hand to 
inch hideous jobberies !" 

And the other, desperate at having his eyes forcibly 
opened to what he did not want to see : 

che ! Ma che ! What can T do, my dear Monsieur 
deraut f The King's the King. When he says : ^Boscovich 
mte that’ my hand obeys without thinking ; especially as his 
Majesty is so kind to me, so generous. It tvas he who, seeing 
Qe desperate at the loss of my herbarium, made me a present 
if this one — fifteen hundred francs, a splendid opportunity; 
,nd I got, besides, the ffrst edition of Linnaeus’s ‘Hortus 
;iiflfortiaims.' 

Naively, cynically, the poor devil laid bare his conscience. 
Ill was dried and dead, herbarium colour. The mania, cruel 
:sthe naturalist’s imperceptible worm, had perforated, gnawed 
hrough it all. He was only stirred when Elysee threatened 
otell the Queen. Then only did the lunatic leave go of his 
;la?s, and in a low voice, with the deep sighs of a penitent 
onfessing, owned up. Many things went on under his eyes, 
i^hich he could not prevent, which grieved him. The King 
^ept bad company. £ poi che volete ? He had no vocation 
bi* reigning ; had no instinct for the throne. He had never 
lad it. ‘'For instance, I remember— a long time ago — in the 
ate Leopold’s lifetime, when the King had his first attack as 
leleft the table, when Christian was informed that be was 
ertainly about to succeed his uncle, the child-— he was hardly 
welve, and played croquet in the of the palace — the 

ihild began to cry, to cry — a regular nerve attack. He said : 

I don't want to be King ; 1 don't want to be King. Put my 
:ousin Stanislas in my place.** I have often remembered, on 
eeing it again in the eyes of Christian IL, his frightened, 
lazed expression that morning, clinging with all his strength 
0 his mallet, as if he were afraid he would be carried off to 
he throne- room, and crying: T don't want to be King I” ' 

The whole of Chiristian^s character was explained in that 
Luecdote. Doubtless he was not a bad man, but a child-man, 
narried too young, full of strong passions, inherited viciousness* 
fhe life he led, the nights at the club, the loose women, the 
tuppers, are in a certain world a husband's normal charac- 
eristics. The whole was aggravated by the role of king 
vhich he did not know how to maintain, by responsibilities 
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beyond his powers, and particularly by that exile which was 
slowly demoralising him. Firmer natures than his are unable 
to resist the disorder of broken habits, the renewed uncertain- 
ties, with the wild hopes, the anguishes, the enervation of 
waiting. Like the sea, exile has its narcotising effect ’ it 
depresses and dulls. It is a phase of transition. The ennui 
long voyages can only be escaped by 6xed occupations or 
regular hours of study. But with what can a king busy him. 
self who has no longer a people, ministers, or council, nothin? 
to decide, to sign, too much brains or scepticism to amuse 
himself with the semblance of such things, too great ignorance 
to try any diversion of steady work? Exile then resembles; 
shipwreck, casting privileged passengers overboard with the 
steerage. A genuinely proud spirit, a true royal character ir 
necessary to escape the results of the familiar, degrading 
promiscuousness which may afterwards give rise to shame, to 
remain a king among the privations, the misery that reduce^ 
all ranks to a common suffering humanity. 

Alas ! that exile of Bohemia, from which the Duke dr 
Rosen had saved the house of Illyria so long, at such sacrifice 
began at last to invade it. The King had tried all kinds of 
ways of paying the cost of his continual round of pleasure. He 
began by floating bills, finding it, with Tom Levis's aid. just 
as simple as, even easier than those "drafts on our treasury* 
he once used to address to the chief of the civil and military 
department The bills came due. were increased by a number 
of renewals, until at last Tom Levis, finding himself short of 
cash, invented the traffic’ in patents. The p .)or Lion of lllyriai. 
cut up, like any ordinary animal for the butcher, was carved 
into quarters and slices, sold at the stall and by auction at so 
much the mane and the sirloin, the rib, and the claws. And 
that was only the beginning In ‘rom Levis’s hansom, tk 
I King was not going to stop on so fine a road, said Meraut to« 
i himself as he left Boscovich. He perceived clearly no reliance 
could be placed in the councillor, easy to get round* like most 
people with a fad. He himself had entered the household too- 
recently to have any influence on ChristiaiL Should he go to 
old Rosen? At the tutor’s first words, however, the duke 
darted at him the awful look of one whose religion has been, 
insulted. The King, degraded as he might become, was 
always the King to him. Nor could anything be expected 
from the monk, whose wild face was only seen at long intervals 
between his journeys, more weather beaten and thinne reach time* 
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The Queen ? But he had seen fur months past she _was- 
, ?ad so feverish, her fine forehead ever clouded with anxiety 
id when she came to the lessons she listened absently, her 
ind drooping wearily over her work. She was full of |‘■ave 
reoccupation, unknown to her up till then, vyhich touched her 
I the heart— worries about money, the shame of all those- 
itstretched hands she could no longer fill— tradespeople, the 
■cessitous the companions of her exile and misfortune, that- 
elancholy office of a king who has his duties when he has,, 

, longer his rights. Those who had learnt the way to the 
juse when it was prosperous now waited for hours in the ■ 
iterooms, and, often weary of waiting, departed with bitter 
ords, which the Queen divined, without hearing them, by 
leir discontented movements, the weariness they showed, 
•oving continual disappointment. She tried hard to inspire 
new order into their way of life, but she had bad luck with 
id investment. Poor Frederique, who fancied she had gone 

irough the whole scale of suffering, had still to learn those 

iseries which wither people away, the hard, brutal touch of 
iromon daily life. There were pay days every months, that 
ept her awake thinking at night, like any business man in 
difficulty. When, sometimes, the servants wages were over- ■ 
ae, she feared to read, in the slow execution of an order, in 
look less humble than usual, a servant’s discontent, bhe at 
St became acquainted with debt, growing gradually more and 
ore harassing, forcing open the highest, the best . 

the insolence of pursuit. The old duke, solemn and silerit 
iserved all the Queen'.s anxieties, hovered round her, as if 
I say: “I am here.” She was, however, resolved to exhaust . 
1 othpr means before addressing herself to one whom she had 

rushed with so haughty a rebuke. , .i, 

One night they were all in the grand and the King 

as absent as usual. Under the silver candelabra whist began, 
hat was called the Queen’s game ; the duke opposite her 
lajesty, with Madame Eleonore and Boscowh for opponents^ - 
he prince.ss played softly some of those .Echoes of Illyria 
hich Frederique never tired of hearing, and which, at the- 
ightest sign of gratification, the musician changed into a war 
mg or march. These evocations of the fatherland, calling up-, 
tithe faces of the card-party a mournful or heroic _ expression,, 
ere the only breaks in the atmosphere of resiganation t<>, 
xile of assumed habits, in that rich iourgeots salm th&t 
heletered thir Majesties, 
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Ten o’ dock struck. 

The Qneen, instead of withdrawing, as on other evenings 
'giving the signal for disperising, cast an absent look around 
her and observed : 

‘‘You may retire. I have some work to do with M 
Meraut 

Elysee, engaged in reading by the fire, bowed, and closed 
brochure he was reading, went into the study for pens 
ink, papar. ’ 

When he returned the Queen was alone, listening to the 
“Carriages rolling down the court-yard wdiile the big doors were 
shut, and the oorridors and staircases of the house echoed with 
the sounds of coming and going which precede the hour of 
rest in a large household. There was at last silence, a 
silence increased by two miles of woods, which deadened the 
‘distant roar of Paris by the wind and rustling leaves. The 
“deserted drawing-room, still fully lit up in that quiet solitude 
seemed destined to some tragic scene. Frederique, leaning hej 
‘Clbow on the table, pushed away the blotting-book prepared 
by Meraut. 

'^No, no. We shall not work to night, she remarked, It 
wvas pretext. Sit and let us talk,” | 

Then, in a lower tone : 

‘ “I have somothihg to ask of yoi/^. 

But what she had to say probably cost her much, for she 
iberself in for a few moments, her mouth and eyes half open, 
with the pained, aged look Pdysee had already seen at times 
•on her face, and which made it yet more lovely in his eyes, 
.cdarked by all the devotions, all the sacrifices, hollowed inife 
pure lines by all the purest feelings of a Queen and a woman. 
He was inspired with a religious awe for her At last taking 
Jher courage in both hands, in a low voice, timidly dropping 
her words one after the other, like frightened footsteps, 
JFrederique asked if he did not know in Paris of one of those 
~of those blaces where-— you could borrow on plt^dge. 

Fancy asking that of Elysee, that out-and-out Bohemian, 
who knew every pawnshop in Paris, who had used them as 
stores during the last twenty years, where he put his winter' 
apparel in summer and his summer apparel in winter I Ifb 
knew the ‘‘spout ! ” if he knew his ‘foncle The slang of 
poverty, reviving in him memories of his youth, made him 
smile a mcment.. The Queen, hi)wever, went on tryln^tl 
.steady her voice : 
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“1 want to entrust you something to take there : some 
jewels. One has difficult moments/^ 

And her beautiful eyes, now raised, revealed a deep abyss 

of calm and superhuman grief. 

Meraut made a sign that he was willing to do as she wished. 

If he had said a word he would have sobbed ^ if he had 
made a gesture it would have been to fall at the feet of that 
august mistress. And yet, his admiration began to be softened 
hy^plty. The Queen appered just then a little less lofty, a 
little less above the vulgarities of life, as if, in the sad confession 
she had just made, he had heard a passing accent of 
Bohemianism, something that was the begining of the fall^ 
and brougt her nearer him. 

Suddenly she got up and took from its crystal case the 
antique relic, which, placed on the table, glittered like a hand- 
ful of of variegated jewels. 

Elysee started — the crown t 

'Tes, the crown ; for six hundred years it has been im 
the house of Illyria. Kings have died, rivers of noble blood 
have flowed to "defend it Now must help us to live. We 
have nothing left but that.''’ 

It was a magnificent diadem in fine old gold, whose arches, 
studded with ornament, joined above the crimson velvet cap.. 
Gn the arches, on the band of wreathed filigree, in the middle 
of each flower that imitated the' fibres of the trefoil leaf, at . 
.every point were set all varieties of known stones^ — the trans- 
parent blue of saphires, the velvety blue of turquoises, the' 
aurora of the topazes, the flame of Eastern rubies and emeralds 
like drops of water on leaves, the cabalistic opal, and the 
milky pearls ; but, surpassing them all, diamonds set all over 
the crown resumed* in their facets those thousand- shaded fires, 
and, like a luminous scattered dust, a cloud crossed by the 
sun, ipuelted, softened ^ brilliance of the diadem,' with the 
.soft radiance of a lamp in the depths of a sanctukry. 

The Queen placed her tremb) ing finger here and therein 
r "'We must prize out a few stones— the biggest” 

"With what 

They spoke in undertones like two criminals. But seeing- 
nothing in the drawing-room that would suit i . 

* ‘3ring me a said Frederique. * h 

'Ihey passed into the glass verandah, where the*high lamp, 
held up, cast fantastic shadows, and a long trail of light hai. 
vanished pn the lawns, in the night of the garden. 
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"No, no, not scissors," she murmured, seeing- him go ( 
tier workbasket. “They’re not strong enough. I’ve tried," 

They at last discovered on the tub of a pomegranati 
whose delicate foliage sought the moonlight at the glass 
■gardener’s pruning knife. Returning to the drawing-roon 
Elysee tried to raise, with the point of the instrument, a h® 
oval sapphire the Queen pointed out to him, but the jewe 
firmly set, resisted, slipped under the iron, immovable in it 
grip. Besides, the hand of the operator, afraid of ruining tb 
■stone, or breaking the setting, which bore marks on its^goli 
of former attempts, was neither strong nor sure. The Royalis 
suffered, was indignant at the outrage he had to commit oi 
the crown. He felt it quiver, resi.st, struggle. 

‘T can’t,” he said, wiping the .sweat from his forehead. 

The Queen answered ; 

“It must be done.’’ 

“But it will be seen.” 

She smiled proudly, with irony. 

“Be seen ] Who' even looks at it now ? Who thinfe 
about it ? Who cares about it here except me ?” 

And whilst he went on with his task, pale, with bent head 
:his long hair over his eyes, the royal diadem between lib 
knees, which the pruning knife was dismembering, Frederique 
lamp on high, watched the outrage, as cold as those stona’ 
that gleamed with the scrap.s of gold on the tablecover, intact 
•and splendid, in spite of their multilation. 

Next day Elysee, who had remained out all the morninr 
tcturned after the first sumnions to lunch^ sat down at table, 
«xcited, troubled, hardly mixing in the conversation of whidi 
hewasusually the l^acon_ light. His agitation affected the 
Queen, without at all altering her smile or the calmness of he* 
contralto ; and after the meal, they were yet a long tiro 
Before they could meet, were able to talk freely to each othet 
^mg hindered by the etiquette of the relations established ini 
the house, the attendance of the dame of honour, the jealoas 
watching of Madame de Silvis. v 

happw?f’ 

“Ah, madame, all the stones are foie* *' 

“False!" 
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, “And very carefully imitated in past. How did it happen ? 
When ? By whom ? There is a criminal in the house.” 

She had grown terribly pale at the word criminal. 
Suddenly her teeth clenched, with a rush of anger and despair 
in her eyes. 

‘ It’s true. There’s a criminal here, and you and I know 
him well. 

Then, with a feverish ge.sture, violently seizimg Elysee’s 
wrist, as if for a .secret agreement : 

“But we shall never denounce him, shall we ?” 

'Never,” he .said, turning his eyes away, 'for they had 
understood each other in a word. 


Q/iapier cSfi 
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The door, .slammed sharply, automatically, blew through 
the Agency a breath of air, that swelled the blue veils, the 
mackintoshes, shoock the invoices in the fingers of the’ em- 
ployees and the little feathers in the travelling toques. Hands 
were extended, foreheads bowed : Tom Levis had just come 
in. A circular smile, two or three orders briefly given the 
acountant, a moment to ask with an amazingly exultant 
intonation if monseigneur the Prince of Wales’s parcel had 
been despatched, and he was already in his office, whilst the 
clerks signalled to one another by winks their ’ master’s as- 
tonishing good-humour. Asssuredly something had happened. 
The calm Sephora herself understood, behind her grating, and 
softly asked, on seeing Tom come in : 

"What is it ?" 

“Ah 1 such things !” said he, with the wide, silent laughS 
flie turn of the eyes characteristic of great occasions. 

He beckoned to his wife : 


“Come!” 

! And they went down the fifteen narrow steps, bordered 
with copper, that led to a .small, underground boudoir, taste- 
fully furnished with a .sofa, a dressing-table, lit up almost 
constantly by gas, the little cellar window opening on to the 
Rue Royale being closed by glass thick as horn. Prom here 
they could communicate with the cellars and the yards, 
fflabling Tom to come and go unperceivcd, to escape in- 
truders and creditors. With a business as casBpiioated . 
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as that of the A<]rencv, these Comanche ruses are indispensable 
without which life would be used up in quarrels, in disputes, ^ 
Tom’s oldest clerks, people who had been employed by 
him five or six months, had never descended to that mysterj, 
ous basement room, where Sephora alone had the right to 
penetrate. It was the agent’s intimate corner, his actual 
self his conscience, the cocoon from which he went forth 
each time a transformed being — something like a comedian’s 
dressing-room, which just then it greatly resembled, with 
the gas illuminating the marble the flunced trimmings of the 
toilet table, the curious pantomimes which Torn Levis, fore!! 
ign agent, was just then executing. In a second he opened 
his long English frock coat, flung it away, then one waist; 
coat, then another, the varigated waistcoats of a circus 
performer, unwound the ten metres of white muslin formino 
his cravat, the flannel bands superpoised round his waist, and 
from that stately and apoplectic rotundity "that rushed all 
over Paris in the first, the only hansom known in those days 
there all at once appeared, with an ‘'^ouf’ of relief, a little' 
wizened man, no bigger than an empty reel, a dreadful qdn! 
quagenarian Paris street arab, who might have been saved 
from a fire, dragged from a limekiln, with the wrinkles, scars 
devastating tonsures of burning, and, in spite of all, a youthS 
and cheeky air V the genuine Tom Levis that is to say, Nar; 
cisse Poitou, the son of a joiner in the Rue d^Orillon. 

Having grown amid the shavings of the paternal establish^ 
ment up to ten. from ten t ) fifteen educated in the street 
practically, that incomparable, open air* school, Narctsse had 
soon felt in him a horror for the rabble and manual occupa, 
tions, at the same time conscious of a devouring imagination 
which the Parisian gutter had furnished better than a long 
voyage. He combined projects, affairs, as a child. Later 
his mobility of" dream prevented him from concentrating his 
forces, from making them productive He travelled, uncier 
took a thousand busiriess Aminer in Australia, a comeyian 
in Batavia, a bailiff in Brussels, after having made debts in 
both worlds^ left creditors at the four corners of the univer^; 
he installed hitnself as business agent in London, where m 
lived some time. Here he might have succeeded, had 4t not 
been for his terrible insatiable imagination, the imaginatioa of 
a voluptuary, constantly in advance of the coming picture, -i 
It was also a fantastic caprice, united with his instincts of 
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in Paris, which was easy to him with his knowledge of the. 
ways and language of the Anglo-Saxons. It came to hiiii: 
instinctively, suddenly, at his first grand stroke. 

V “Whom shall I announce f insolently asked a tall scamp- 
in livery. 

Poitou saw himself, so threadbare, so miserable, in the vast 
antechamber trembling to be led out before he was listened 
to • felt the need of doing something abnormal and strange. 

"Oh, announce Sir Tom Levis/^ 

He at once felt so much assurance under this improvised 
name, in this borrowed nationality, that he amused himself in 
perfecting its peculiarities, its manias. 

A strange thing ! Of the innumerable combinations of that 
brain full of discoveries, that one which he had sought for least 
of all was the most successful. He owed to it the acquain- 
tance of Sephora who, at that time, kept a kind of family hotel 
at the Champs Elysees, a coquettish, three-storeyed house, 
with rose curtains, a small flight of steps on the Avenue 
d’Antin, between wide asphalt, and livened by verdure and 
flowers. The mistress of the house, always dressed to the 
nines, presented .at a ground-floor window her profile, bent over 
some work, or her ledger. Within was a bizarrely exotic 
companv : clowns, bookmakers, circus-riders, horse-dealers, 
Anglo-American Bohemia, the worst of all the scum. 

The feminine personnel was recruited among the quadrilles 
at Mabille, whose violins were heard on summer evenings, 
blended with the noise of family disputes, the clink of counters 
and louis, for play ran high after dinner. If sometimes some 
foreign family, deceived ’by the lie of the facade, came to- 
establish themselves at Sephora's, the strangeness of the guests, 
the tone of the conversations, drove them away on the first day. 

Among these adventurers, Maitre Poitou, or rather Tpm 
Levis, vei*y soon got a position by his gaiety, his suppleness,, 
his business instincts ; he invested the servants' money, gained 
through them the trust of their mistress. How could it be 
otherwise with that kindly, open, smiling face, that indefatig- 
able impetuosity which made him the precious guest at the 
table (Phote, attracting customers, the centre of bets and drinks ? 

The beautiful hostess, so cold, so reserved, was only free 
with Monsieur Tom ; often, in the afternoon, coming in, going 
out, he stopped In the little office of the hotel, clean, all 
mirrors and matting. Sephora Would tell her buinness, would 
show her jewels and books, would consult him about the bill 
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of fare. They laughed together over love letters, proposals ^ 
of all kinds she received ; for she was a beauty whom feeling 
did not afiect. Without temperament she kept her sang froid 
ever^/where and always, treated passion like a business. One 
says, it^s only the first lover who counts •, Sephora's sexage- 
narian, chosen by father Leemans, had congealed her blood 
for ever, and preverted her love/ This admirable creature, 
born in an old curiosity shop and solely for the sake of the 
old curiosity shop, saw only money and intrigue, and business 
and trickery in it. Between herself and Tom a bond gradually 
iformed, a friendship of guardian and ward. He advised her, 
guided her. always with an address of fertility and imagination, 
that ravished her calm, methodical nature, in which Jewish 
fatalism mixed with the heavy temperament of Flanders. She 
never invented, she never imagined anything, she was wholly 
n the present moment, and Tom^s brain, that ooutinually 
illuminated piece of firework, was bound to dazzle her. What 
finished the business was hearing the boarder, after he had 
stammered the most farcical idiocy one night, telling in her 
ear, as he took his key from the office : 

'*Atid you know, not English at all.’’ * 

From that day she was smitten with him, as a woman 
sometimes is with an actor, and she alone knows, away from 
the footlights, the rouge the theatrical costume, the man as he 
is, and not as he appears toothers. Love always longs for 
such privileges ; besides, they both came from the same 
Parisian gutter. Narcisse had wallowed in the same kennel 
that had dirtied the borders of Sephora^s skirt ; they both kept 
the taint and love of the mud from which they sprang. The 
vulgar characteristics, the vicious instincts which sometimes 
raised a corner of the Englishmans mask, were seen in flashes 
and the Biblical lines of Sephora’s face, in the irony, in the 
vulgar laughter of her Salome mouth. 

This singular love of the "*Beauty and the Beast” only 
increased as the woman entered further into this mountebank’s 
life, into the confidence of his dodges, of his monkey tricks, 
from the invention of the cab to that of the nmnerous waist- 
coats by whose aid J. Tom Levis, being unable to grow in 
size, tried at least to appear majestic ; increased m she 
associated with that haphazard, whirling existence of projects, 
of dreams, of great and small emps. And this monkey man 
'was so Hcu.e that after ten years of lawful dmirgeois co-habita- 
tion, he still amused her, charmed her, as when they first met 



THE GRAND STROKE SB 

Anybody would have been convinced of it who had seen her 
on that day, lying on the sofa in the little drawing-roonti, 
ivrithing, tumbling about with laughter, saying with an 
enraptured, ecstatic tone : ^'How absurd you are — how absurd 
Whilst Tom, in a coloured vest and drawers, reduced to his 
soberest expression, bald, angular, bony, danced a frenzied jig 
before her with wooden gestures and wild stamping. 

When they were both tired, she of laughing, he of jigging, 
le threw himself by her on the sofa, approached his ape like 
ke to her angelic head, and, breathing his joy in her face : 

'The Sprichts are done for — the Sprichts are dished. Fve 
bund my stroke — the grand stroke.’^ 

"Quite sure. Who\s th# ?” 

The name he mentioned brought to Sephora’s lips a pretty 
}0Ut of disdain. 

"What, that great silly ; why, he hasn’t got a ha’penny. 
We have sheared him and his Lion of Illyria. He hasnT that 
imount of down left on his back.’’ 

“Don’t joke about the Lion of Illyria, my girl ; merely the 
ikin is worth two hundred millions,^’ recovering his coolness. 

The womatFs eyes flashed. He repeated emphasising each 
syllable : “Two hundred millions — two hundred millions.’^ 

Then he explained the coup to her, coldly, clearly. The 
point was to get Christian II. to accept the Diet’s proposal, 
md to give up his rights to the crown for the handsome price 
)ffered him. In fact, what had he to do ? To give a signature, 
:hat was all. 

Chritian by himself would have decided a long time before, 
[t was his entourage^ especially the Queen, who stopped him, 
xevented him from signing the renunciation. He would have 
:o do some day or other. Not a halfpenny in the house. They 
vere in debt to all Saint Mande — to the butcher, to the forage 
lealer—for, in spite of the poverty of the masters, 
here were still horses in stables, the household was kept 
joing, the table supplied with an appearance of luxury, with 
jinister privations underlying. The royal linen, bearing the 
:rown, was in holes in the linen- presses, and was not replaced. 
Ihe coach-houses were empty, the biggest pieces of plate 
pawned ; and the servants were hardly sufficient, and often 
[■emained several months unpaid. All these details Tom had fmm 
Lebeauv who had also told him the story of the two hundred 
millions pro psed at the Ltybach Diet, and the scene to 
which it had given rise. 
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Since the King was aware that two hundred millions h 
quite near to his hand in exchange for a scrawl of ink, he wi 
no longer the same man — didn’t laugh, didn’t speak— alwav 
kept this fixed idea, like a neuralgic pain, on the sa® 
side of his forehed. He had ill humours, with great, silen 
sighs. Yet nothing was changed among his particular set 
vants : secretary, valet, coachman, footman. The saoi 
costly luxury of furniture and dress. Thi.s Frederique, mad wit! 
pride, thinking to hide her distress fi-om all by means o 
haughtiness, would never have allowed the King to be deprive 
of anything ; when he happened to take a meal in the Rm 
Herbillon the table had to be luxuriously served. Whatwa 
wanting, what she could not furni#!, was pocket money for thi 
club, for gambling, for women. The King would obviously sue 
cumb to that. One fine morning, after a long night at baccara 
at Bouillotte, being unable to pay, not wishing to owe— fane 
Christian posted at the Grand Club— he would take his fiti 
pen and sign at a stroke his abdication as a monarch. The thiai 
would already have happened, had it not been for old Roset 
who, despite Frederique’s prohibition, secretly began again ti 
pay for monseigneur. So the plan was to get him to pass th 
level of small current debets, to lead him into big expenses 
into numerous liabilities, exceeding the old duke’s’ resources 
That required a considerable advance of money. 

, “But” said Tom Levis, “the affair is so promising that# 
shall not be wanting in funds. The be.st thing would bet 
speak about it to father Leemans, and make it" a family job 
only, what bothers me is the main spring, i.s the woman f 

“What woman f* asked Sephora, widening her ingenuou 
look. 

“The woman who will undertake to pass the cord rouni 
the King’s neck. We must have one who will spend liki 
vnldfire: a serious girl who can digest any thing ; who wil 
at once go for the big pieces. 

"Amy Ferat, perhaps." 

Ah, no good done up, quite done up— and besides, no 
serious enough. She sups, sing.s, goes the pace like a regula 
yqung girl. Not fte woman to squander her Mttle millon i 
month quietly, wi^thout seeming to touch it, hold ii» her boot] 
high, hagglmg abciut a detail, a square centimetre, and mon 
expensive than a plot of ground in the Rue de la Faix.” 

'Oh, I fill 1 know how it ought to be done * said Sephon 
dreamily ; ‘but who 
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there you are who ?"* 

And the mute laughter between them was equal to a 
partnership. 

‘'Well, since you^ve already begun.” 

''What, so you know ?” 

“Don't I see his game when he looks at you, and' his 
standing near the wicket, as soon as he thinks Pm gone out ? 
Besides, he doesn^t make a mystery of it, and tells his love to 
anybody who wants to listen, lie has even written and signed 
it in the club book.” 

On learning the story of the bet, the tranquil Sephora 
was stirred. 

“Ah., really — two thousand louis that he would lie— upon 
tny word, thaPs too strong/' 

She got up, took a few steps to quiet her anger, then, 
returing to her husband : 

“You know, Tom, I've had that big stupid hanging about 
Biy chair for more than three months — well — not even that !® 

You heard the crack of a litttle finger nail agiainst a tooth, 
that only wanted to bite. 

She was not lying ; since Christian had begun the hunt he 
bad got no further than touching the tips of her fingers, 
nibbling her penholders after her, intoxicating himself with 
brushing against her skirt. Never had such a thing happened 
to this Pince Charming, spoilt by women, assailed with 
seductive smiles and perfumed letters. His handsome, curly 
head, on which rested the impress of a crown, the heroic legend 
cleverly bruited about by the Queen, and especially the 
perfume of seduction which envelops beings who are lover, 
had procured him . genuine successes in the Faubourg. Mode 
than one young woman could have shown, curled up on the 
sofa of her aristocratic boudoir, a marmoset from the royal 
cage 5 and in the world of the footlights, which is generally 
monarchical, to have in her album Christan II/s portrait at 
once gave a yong lady a position, This man, accustomed to 
feel eyes, lips, hearts moving towards him, never to cast a 
look without a quivering answer, had for months been wasting 
his time before this most calm, most cold nature. She played 
the moral cashier, counted, cyphered, turned heavy pages, 
only showing the sighing King the velvety roundness of her 
profile with the movement of a smile in the corner of the mouth, 
ending at the eyebrow. The caprice of the Slav was at first 
amused at the struggle ; assumed love was at first mixed up 
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in it, all eyes in the Grand Club being directed to him ; and it 
ended in real passion, nourished by the emptiness of his idle 
existence, in which the flame rose straight without any 
obstacle. He came every day about five, the best time o( 
the day in Paris, the hour of visits, when the pleasures of the 
evening are decided on ; and gradually all the young members 
of the club, who lunched at the Agency, and hovered about 
Sephora, gave place to him respectfully. This desertion, 
diminishing the amount of the small running accounts, 
increased the lady's coldness ; and as the Lion of Illyria 
brought her nothing, she began to let Christian feel that he was 
bothering her, that he occupied too royally the half-open 
angle of her wicket, when it all sundenly changed, from one 
day to another, after her conversation with Tom. 

“Your Majesty was seen last night at the Fantaisies.' 
At this question, emphassised by an anxious and sorrowful 
look, Christian felt delightfully thrilled. 

“Well, 1 was there." 

“Not alone f' 

“But-—" 

"Ah, there are lucky women.” 

Quickly, to lessen the provocation of her phrase, she added 
that she had for a long time a wild desire to go to the little 
theatre, “to see that Swedish dancer, you know,’’ but her 
husband never took her anywhere. 

He offered to take her there. 

"Oh, you are too well known.” 

‘If we keep hidden at the back of a box !” 

Briefly, a rendezvous was arranged for next day ; for that 
happened to be Tom’s night out. What a delightful escapade ! 
She, in the front of the box, in a suitable discreet toilette, 
enjoying, lik a child, to watch the dancing of that foreigner 
how had her hour of celebrity in Paris — a Swede, with a thin 
face, with angular gestures, showing beneath her hair locks 
eyes brilliant and black, and her springs, in her silent bounds^ 
dressed as she was, all in black, resembling a big bat, blindly 
frightened. 

“How amusing — ^how amusing,” said Seidiora, 

And the dissipated King, motionless behind her, a bos 
of fondants on his knees, did not recall a sweeter voluptousness 
than the rustling of her bare arm under the lace, and when 
she turned towards him with her fresh breath. He accom- 
panied her back to the Saint-Lazare station, because she was 
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-eturning to the country, and had an impulse of rapture in 
he crriage. He drew her to his heart open arms. 

“Oh” she said sadly, “you will spoil my pleasure !” 

The'huge waiting-room on the first floor was deserted, 
)adly lighted. They both sat down on a bench, and Sephora, 
ihivering, took shelter in Christian’s ample furs. Here she 
vas no longer afraid, and let herself go, talked to the King 
nalow voice in his ear. From tim^ to tim : a rail wav man 
jassed, swinging his lantern, or a company of actors living in the 
juburb’s, and returning after the theatre. Among them a couple 
h close'embrace, walking apart. 

"How happy they are,” she murmured, “Neither bonds 
lor duties— following the impulse of their hearts-r-all the 

rest is foolishness. _ , , , , -r 

She knew something about it, alas i and suddenly, as it 
•arried away, .she told him of her sad life, with a sincerity 
rich toched him : the snare, the tempation of the Paris 
itreets for a girl whom her father’s greed kept poor ; at 
iixteen the sinister bargain, life over ; the four years spent by 
:he side of that old man, to whom she had merely been a nurse^ ; 
ifterward.s, not wishing to return again to father Leemans’s 
shop, the necessity of a guide, of a support, which had caused 
ler to iBarry this Totn Levis, a prosy business man. She had 
riven herself, devoted herself, deprived herself of all pleasure, 
Duried alive in the country, then set to this clerk s work and 
that without a word of thanks from this ambitous man, who 
was wholly absorbed in business, and, at the least desire of 
revolt, the least wish to live, always threw in her face the past 
for which she was not responsible. , . , . 

"That past,” she said, getting up, “to which is due the 
hideous outrage .signed with your name inthe Gra.nd Club book. 

The bell ringing for departure stopped this little theatrical 
effect just rightly. She moved away with her gliding .step, 
which was followed by the light movements of her black skirt, 
sent Christian a salute with h^r eyes, her hand, and_ left him 
stupefied, motionless, bewildered by what he had just heard. 
So she knew? How? Oh, how. angry he was with himself 
for his cowardice for hi.s bragging. He passed the night in 
writing in asking forgiveness '.in a French .sown with all the 
flowers’of his national poetry, which compares the beloved 
one to cooing doves, to the rosy fruit of the azerole. 

A wondeVful idea of Sephora, that reproach about the bet. 
It gave her a hold on the King, and for a long time. It 
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explained also her long coolness, her almost hostile reception 
and the clever bargaining she intended to make with regard 
to her person. Must not a man put up with anything from 
one he has thus affronted ? Christian became the timid and 
docile servant of all her caprices, her acknowledged cavalier 
in sight of all Paris ; and if the lady’s beauty might serve him 
.a^^an excuse in the world’s eyes, the husband’s friendship, 
ifamiliarity, had no pleasing feature. ' 

“My friend, Christian II. Tom Levis would say, drawing 
'up his small figure. 

He once had the idea of reciving him at Courbevoie ; a 
fact which gave Spricht one of those jealous fits which hastened 
ithe end of the illustrius talior. The King went over the house 
and park, went on the yacht, agreed to let himself be photo* 
graphed on the doorsteps, between his hosts, who wanted to 
perpetuate the memory of that unforgettable day j and at night 
whilst fireworks were let off in his Majesty^s honour, Sephora' 
leaning on Christian’s arm, remarked : 

*'Oh how I should love you, if you were not a king.*’ 

It was the first avowal, and very adroit ; all the mistrsses he 
had had up till then adored in him the sovereign, the glorious 
title, the line of ancestors. This one loved him for himself. 

“If you were not a king.” 

. He was a king so little, he would so willingly have 
sacrificed to her a shred of dynastic purple, which hardly 
stUwk to his shoulders. 

Another time she explained herself still better, when he 
was disquieted by finding her weeping and pale. 

“x’m much afraid that soon we shall not see each other any 
more/' she replied. 

“And why ?” 

^ “He told me just now business was going too bad to continue 
it in France, that he would have to shut up shop, go and 
establish himself elsewhere.’’ 

“He’s taking you with him ?” 

•Oh ! I’m billy a clog on his ambition. He said : *Come 
if you like.’ However, I rnpst follow him. What would be- 
come of me, all alone here f 

'‘You naughty girl, am I not here ?” 

She looked at him fixedly in the eyes. 

' Yes, it’s true, you love me, you do. And I also love 
you. I might belong to you, without shame. But no— it’s 
impossible.’* 
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“Impossible ?” he asked panting after the half-revea1ed 
paradise. 

‘'You are too high for Sephora Levis, monseigneur.^* 

And he, with adorable fatuity : 

''But I shall raise you up to myself. I shall make you 
countess, duchess. It is one of the privileges that remain to 
me ; and we shall easily find somewhere in Paris a love-nest 
ivhere Fll establish you in a fashion worthy of your rank. 
Inhere we shall live quite by ourselves, only ourselves.’^ 

“Oh, it would be too beautiful.” 

She dreamed, raising her eyes like a little girl, candid and 
moist. Then, energetically : 

"But no ; you are a king. One day you would leave me, 
juite happy — 

'‘Never/' 

"And ifyouh'e recalled.’^ 

"Where to ? Illyria ? Why, it’s all over for ever. I 
missed last year one of those opportunities which do not come * 
:wice/* 

“Really ?'* she queried, with a joy which was not feigned. 
'Oh ! if I were certain/’ 

He had a word on his lips to convince her, a word he did 
lot utter, but she understood ; and that night J. Tom Levis, 
vhom Sephora kept au courant, declared solemnly that * the 
^me had come ; the father must be informed.'* 

Leemans, fascinated, like his daughter, by Tom Levfs 
Pagination, his communicative verve, his inventive patter, 
(lad several times put money in the coups of the Agency. 
After winning, he lost, according to the chances of gambling ; 
3Ut when he had been "had/’ as he called it, twice or three 
imes, the worthy man took a definite pose. He did not re- 
proach, did not fly into a temper, knowing business too well 
ind detesting useless words j but when his son-in-law began 
:o talk about lending money for one of those castles in the 
ur which his eloquence raised to the skies, the merchant had 
i smile in his beard, signifying very clearly : "No ; Pve had 
mough, and a lowering of the eyelids which seemed to bring 
lack Tom's extravagances to reason, to the level of feasible 
togs. The other knew it, and as he wisely held that the 
Illyrian business should not go out of the family, he sent 
Sephora to the dealer, who, as he grew old, had been taken 
ivith asort of affection for his only child, in whom he felt 
himself live again, , ■ 
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Since his wife^s death, Leemans had given up his curiositjr 
shop in the Rue de la Paix, contenting himself with his dealer’s 
shop. It was there Sephora went early one morning, so as to 
be sure of finding him for the old man was little at home. 
Hugely wealthy, and retired from business, at least in appear- 
ance, he went on roaming about Paris from morning till night, 
following the sales, looking for the atmosphere, the movement 
of business, and especially watching with wonderful acuteness 
the crowed of small dealers, industrials, merchants of 
pictures, of curios, with whom he was a partner, without avow, 
ing it, from fear of his fortune being guessed at. 

Sephora, by a caprice, a reminiscence of her youth, came 
on foot to the Rue Eginhard from the Rue Royale, following 
almost the way by which she once used to go to the shop. It 
was not eight. The air was sharp, the carriages few, and 
about the Bastille there remained an orange shade of the 
dawn, in which the gilt genius of the column had the air of 
dipping its wings. On this side, by all the dependent streets, 
issued a pretty crowd of Faubourg girls going to work. 

Sephora was not sentimental, and never saw anything out- 
side the present affair and hour • still, that confused tramping, 
that hurried rustling around amused her. She found her own 
youth again in all those girls* faces, in that morning sky, in 
that curious old quarter, where each .street bears at its corner,, 
on a frame, the names of the principal traders, which had not 
changed for fifteen ‘years Passing under the black arch serving 
as entry to the Rue Eginhard, on the side of the Rue Saint- 
Paul, she caught sight of the Rabbits long robe as he went to 
the neighbouring synagogue ; two steps farther, the rat-killer, 
with his pole and board, from which hung hairy corpses, a 
type of old Paris which you only find now among that mm 
of mouldy houses where all the rats of the town have their 
general quarters ; farther yet, a cabman, whom every morning 
of her life as a working girl she had seen starting in this way, 
heavy in his big boots, little fitted for walking, holding care- 
fully in his hand, quite upright, like a commiiiiicanfs taper, 
the whip which is the driver’s sword, the sign of his rank, 
which never leaves him. At the door of the two or three 
shops composing the whole street, whose .shutters were being 
removed, she saw the same rags hai.'ging in masses, heard the 
same Hebrew and Teutonic mixture ; and wh<rn, after having 
passed the low porch of her father’s house, the small court 
and four steps leading to the shop, she pulled the string of thft 



THE GRAND STROKE 9t 

worn-out bell, it seemed as if fifteen 3'eas had been lifted from 
her shoulders — fifteen years that truly had hardly weighed- 
upon her. 

Just as then, Darnet came to open the door, a robust 
Auvergnate, whose shining, ruddy face, with dark complexion,, 
her tightly knotted shawl, the black coif edged with white, 
seemed to be in mourning for a coal shop. Her role in the 
house was visible, merely in her manner of opening the door to* 
Sephora, merely in the thin-lipped smile which the two worhen. 
exchanged face to face. 

"My father is there 

"^Yes, madame, in the workshop. Til call him/'' 

"Don^t bother, I know where it is.” 

She crossed the anteroom, the drawing-room, took only- 
three steps in the garden — a black pit between high walls, in 
which a few trees grew up — encumbered in its narrow paths by 
innumerable bits of scrap iron, leadwork, railings, strong chains, 
oxidised and blackened metal, matched well with the gloomjr 
box trees, with the greenish tone of the old garden fountain. 
On another side a shed overflowing with debris, the carcases 
of broken furniture of all periods, with heaps of tapestry rolled 
up in the corners ; on another, a workshop with ground glass 
panes to escape the indiscretions of adjoining floors. There 
a pile of wealth, their true value known only by the old man,, 
rose up to the ceiling in apparent disorder-— lanterns, lustres, 
torch stands, panoplies, incense burners, antique or foreign 
bronzes, at the end two forges, joiners', locksmiths' apparatus. 
There the dealer mended, copied, rejuvenated old models with 
prodigious skill, and the patience of a Benedictine. The noise 
was once loud from morning till night, five or sixx workmen 
surrounding the master ; you would hear no more now than 
a hammer's click on refined metal, a scratching of files, lit up- 
at night by a single lamp, showing that the shop still existed. 

When his daughter entered, old Leemans, in a big leather 
apron, his shirt sleeves tucked up on his hairy arms, as if they 
had picked up particles of copper from the bench, was in the j 
act of forging in the Vice a Louis XIII. chandelier, of which 
he had the model under his eyes. At the sound of the door 
he raised his red head, lost in hair and a beard of whitey red, 
and knit his thick, uneven eyebrows, whence his glance ap- 
peared as if betwe^en the falling bristles of a Skye terrier. 

"Morning, pa,” said Sephora, who pretended not to see his- 
embarrassed gesture, as he tried to hide the candlestick he 
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held, as he did not like to be seen or disturbed at his 
work* 

“It’s you dear ?” 

He rubbed his old muzzle against the delicate cheeks. 

‘^What^s happened to you ?” he asked, pushing her into 
the garden. “Why have you got up so early f’ 

“I^ve something very important to tell you 

^‘Well come in.^^ 

He pulled her towards the house. 

^'Oh_, but you know, I don’t want Darnel to be there.’^ 

'‘Good — good/^ said the old man, smiling and going in. He 
cried to the servant, who was brightening up the glass of a 
Venetian mirror, always cleaning, furbishing, with a forehead 
like a waxed floor : 

‘“Darnet, go into the garden and see if Tm there/’ and the 
tone in which it was said showed that the old Pasha had not 
yet abdicated to his favourite slave. 

The father and daughter remained alone in the small, neat 
bourgeois little drawing-room, whose furniture, covered with 
white holland, the little wool carpets at the foot of the chairs 
contrasted with the dusty riches in the shed and workshop^ 
tike those excellent cooks who only like the most simple 
dishes. ^ Father Lcemans, so expert and fastidious in matters 
of art, did not posses in his house the least object of art, and 
clearly proved himself thereby the tradesman he was/ esti- 
mating, trafficking, exchanging, without passion or regret, 
not like those artists in curios who, before giving up a rarity 
trouble themselves about the way in which the amateur may 
be able to set it off to make it effective— alone on the walls 
'was his big, full-length portrait, signed Wattelet, and repre* 
senting him among his ironwork, working at the forge. It 
was certainly he, a little less white, but unchanged, always 
thin, always bent, always the doglike head, with the red, flat 
beard, the long hair, only leaving visible of the face a nose 
reddened by perpetual inflamation which gave a drunkard’s 
Jook to this sober tea* drinker. 

‘'What now?'^ he queried, with a cunning look at his 

•'daughter. 

" A big thing, pa.’' 

® bundle of bills of draughts, bear- 
ing Christian s signature. 

‘These must be discounted. Will you do it ?” 

Merely at seeing the writing, the old man made a grimace, 
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which puckered up his whole face, and made it almost entirely 
disappear in his fleece of hair, with the motion of a hedeehor 
on the defensive. , ' ^ 

“Illyrian paper ! Thank you, I know it. Your husband 
must be mad to give you such a commission. Have you really 
come to that ?” ^ 

Without being disturbed by this reception, which she 
expected. 

“Listen,” she said, and with her calm air she told him about 
the affair, the big stroke in detail, with proofs to support it 
the number of the Quernaro in which was related the sitting 
of the Diet, some letters of Lebeau informing them of the 
situation— -the King, madly in love, was engaged in establishing 
his mistress. A superb hotel in the Avenue de Messine a 
furnished house, with equipages of all kinds, was wanted by 
him for the lady , and he was ready to sign as many bills as 
might be needful, at any rate of interest that might be wanted. 
Leemans now opened his ears, made objections, inquiries' 
ferreted into all the corners of this business which was sa 
eleverly prepared. 

“When would the bills fall due ?” 

“In three months.” 

“In three months ?” 

“In three months.” 

She made a gesture of tightening a running noose, a fold’ 
of her mouth compressing her calm lips. * 

“And the interest f” 

“As large as you like ; the heavier the bills, the better for 
us. He must have no other resource but to sign his abdication.” 

“And when it’s once signed ?” ' 

“Then it concerns the woman. She has a gentleman worth, 
two hundred millions to exploit.” 

"And if she keejB it all for herself, we must have a woman 
of whom we are devilish certain.” 

‘ We .?ire certain of her.’' 

“Who is it y" 

"You don't know her,” said Sephora, without flinching 
putting back all the papers into a small bag. 

“Stop that,” returned the old man qiuckly ; “it’s a deal of 
money, you know — a big risk. I'll speak to Pichery." 

“Take care, pa, we mustn't have too many in the know ; 
there are already us, Lebeau, now you. If you are going to - 
let in other people— — ” 
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"Only Pichery. As you may imagine, I couldn’t do it by 
myself, it’s a lot of money— a lot of money.” 

She answered coldly. 

'‘Oh, well want a lot more.” 

A silence. The old man reflected. 

^‘Well then,” he said, ‘Til do the business ; but on one 
condition. That house in the .\venue de Messine, it must be 
furnished fashionably. Now, I'll furnish the works of art.” 

In the trafficking of the usurer, the dealer showed his claw, 
Sephora burst into a fit of laughter, .showing all her teeth. 

"Oh, the 'ole do,’ the ‘ole do,’ ” she exelaimed, making 
use of 'the phrases she suddenly found suitable to the atmos- 
phere of the curiosity shop, and which contrasted with her 
distinction of toilet and manners. 

“Well, we’re agreed, pa ; you will furnish the curios, but- 
but nothing from mamma’s collection, pray.” 

Under that hypocritical label— Madame Leemans’s collec- 
tion— the trader had gathered together a quantity of spoilt, 
unsaleable objects, of which he rid himself at magnificent 
prices, thanks to that sentimental grimace, never letting relics 
of his dear departed be detached from the_ precious collection, 
except that they were paid for in their weight of gold. 

‘‘You understand me, old pa — no nonsense, no rubbish, the 
lady knows about things ” 

“You believe that she knows f said the old 'dog in his 
moustaches. 

“Like you and me, I tell you. 

“But then ” 

He approached his face, his old face, to the pretty young 
one and on both was written the trading spirit, on the old 

parchment and on the rose leaf down. 

“Come now, what is this woman f You can tell me now 
that I am in the know.” 

“It is ” 

She stopped a moment, fastened the broad strings of her 
bonnet under the refined oval of her face, cast at the mirror 
the satisfied look of a pretty woman, in which was mingled 
a new pride. 

“It is the Comtesse de Spalato,” .she said gravely. 
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THE QUEEN MAKES A SCENE 

ALL the magic of a June night entered by the wide, open 
lasement of the great hall at Saint Mande, where a single 
lighted candelabrum left sufficient mystery for the moonlight 
to beat against the walls, like a milky way, to illumine the 
polished bar of the trapeze, the arched bow of a suspended 
ruzla, or the glass of a poorly furnished bookcase, which was 
30W filled up by Boscovich’s collection, exhaling the musty 
aded odour of a cemetery of dried plants. On the table’ 
icross some dusty papers, lay a crucifix of black and silver • 
br if Christian II. hardly wrote at all, he remembered his’ 
Catholic education, surrounded him.self with objects of piety, 
ind sometimes, when merrymaking with women, whilst the’ 
iounds of pleasure were ringing around him, he would feel in 
lis pocket, with a hand already uncertain from drink, for the 
:oral rosary which never left him. By the side of the cross, 
i broad, heavy sheet of parchment, covered with a big, rather 
ihaky handwriting — it was royalty's death warrant ’ already 
Irawn up It only wanted the signature, a stroke of the pen 
)ut also a violent decision of will and that was why the weak 
'hristian II. was delaying, his two elbows leaning on the 
able, motionless under the light of the candles prepared for 
he royal scene. 

Near him, restles.s, prying, velvety as a night-moth, or 
he black bat that haunts ruins, Lebeau, the confidential valet, 
vatched him, mutely urged him on, for he had at last reached’ 
he decisive moment which the gang had expected for months, 
vith ups and downs of feeling, all the heart beatings, all the 
ince^'tainties of a game dependent on that cypher of a Icing. 
Despite the magnetism of that oppressive desire, Christian, 
jen in hand, was still not signing. Sunk in his arm-chair, he 
ooked at the parchment, and was dreaming. It was not that 
le held to that crown, which he had never desired or liked, 
vhich as a child he found too heavy, and whose harsh bonds 
ind crushing responsibilities he had experienced later on. To 
)ut it aside, to leave it in a corner of the Salon where he no 
onger went, to forget it outside as much as possible, bad 
ilready been done ; but the determination it was nectssaiy 
» come to, the decisive part to play, frightened him. 
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‘'Only Pichery. As you may imagine, I couldn't do it by 
myself, it's a lot of money— a lot of money.’' 

She answered coldly. 

',‘Oh, we’ll want a lot more.'’ 

A silence. The old man reflected. 

'^Well then/' he said, ‘T'll do the business ; but on one 
condition. That house in the Avenue de Messine, it must be 
furnished fashionably. Now, I"ll furnish the works of art." 

In the trafficking of the usurer, the dealer showed his claw. 
Sephora burst into a fit of laughter, showing all her teeth. 

“Oh, the ‘'ole do/ the "ole do,’ " she exclaimed, making 
use of the phrases she suddenly found suitable to the atmos* 
phere of the curiosity shop, and which contrasted with her 
distinction of toilet and manners. 

“Well, we're agreed, pa ; you will furnish the curios, but- 
but nothing from mamma's collection, pray.’' 

Under that hypocritical label — Madame Leemans’s collec- 
tion — the trader had gathered together a quantity of spoilt 
unsaleable objects, of which he rid himself at magnificent 
prices, thanks to that sentimental grimace, never letting relia 
of his dear departed be detached from the precious collection 
except that they were paid for in their weight of gold. 

“You understand me, old pa — no nonsense, no rubbish, the 
lady knows about things " 

“You believe that she knows f said the old^dog in his 
moustaches. 

“Like you and me, I tell you.” 

“But then ’’ 

He approached his face, his old fiice, to the pretty yonng 
•one, and on both was written the trading spirit, on the old 
parchment and on the rose-leaf down. 

“Come now, what is this woman f You can tell me now 
that I am in the know." 

‘Ttis ” 

She stopped a moment, fastened the broad strings of her 
bonnet under the refined oval of her face, cast at the mirror 
the satisfied look of a pretty woman, in which was mingled 
a new pride. 

“It is the Comtesse de Spalato/’ she said gravely. 
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There was, however, no other way of getting the money 
indispensable to his new life : three millions worth of bills 
signed by him, on which payment would soon fall due, and 
which the moneylender, a certain Pichery, a picture dealer, 
did not want to renew. Could he allow everything to be sold 
up at Saint- Mande ? And the Queen and the royal child^ 
what would then become of them f He foresaw the terrible 
scandal of his cowardice, and foreseeing this, was it not better 
to' end it at once, to brave, . once for all, the anger and 
reproaches? And then, and then, all that even was not the 
determining cause. 

He had promised the comtesse to sign this abdication ^ 
and on the strength of the promise Sephora had agreed to let 
her husband go off alone to London, accepted the hotel in the 
Avenue de Messine, the title and the name which advertised 
her as belonging to Christian, reserving other favours for the 
day on which Christian himself would bring her the deed, 
signed by his hand. For that she gave the reasons of a woman 
in love : perhaps he might want, later on, to return to Illyria, 
to desert her for throne and power ^ she would not be the first 
whom dreadful State reasons had made tremble and weep. 
And D'Axel, Wattelet, all the swells of the Grand Club, 
hardly suspected when the King, leaving the Avenue de 
Messine, came to join them at the club, his eyes downcast and 
feverish, that he had spent the evening on a sofa, continually 
repulsed and encouraged, vibrating as tensely as a stretched 
bow, rolling at the feet of an implacable will, of a supple 
resistance, which abandoned to his mad embraces the ice ol 
two small Parisian hands, skilful in evasion, in defence, whilst 
her lips inflamed him with the enrapturing phrases : 

“Oh, when you are no longer King, — I’m yours, all yours,” 
for she made him pass through the dangerous alternations oi 
passion and coldness 5 and sometimes at the theatre, after an 
icy greetting, a conventional smile, she had a certain slow way 
of taking off her gloves whilst looking at him, and giving hei 
hand as a first offering for his kisses, 

'‘So, my poor Lebeau, you say this Pichery won^t do any 
thing ? 

“Nothing, sir * if he is not paid the bills will be sent to the 
bailiff” 

You should have heard the despairing groan with whiel) 
the word “bailiff” was underlined, in order to impress upon the 
King all the sinister formalities which would follow : the bills 
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•otested, an execution, the royal family profaned, thrown on 
e street. Christian himself saw nothing of this He was 
riving down there in the middle of the night, anxious and 
livering, ascending stealthily the mysteriously covered 
aircase, entering the room where the night light was lan- 
lising under the shade. “It’s done. Pm no longer Kin<r 
ouare mine— all— all,” and the fair one was taking hir 
oves off. ^ 

ComOj li0 cried, stcirtiog' out of his fleeting' vision. 

And he signed. 

The door opened, the Queen appeared. Her presence in 
irisUans loom at that hour was so new a thing so unforeseen 
ey had lived so long far apart from each other, that neither 
e king in the act of signing his disgrace, nor Lebeau who 
IS watching him, turned round at the slight noise. ’ Thev 
ought hoscovich was coming up from the garden. 

Gliding lightly like a shadow, she was already near the 
ole and the two accomplices, when Lebeau perceived her 
ith her finger on her lips, she ordered him to be silent and 
atinued to advance, wishing to catch the King in his trkson 
avoid circumlocutions, subterfuges, useless dissimulations 
braved her prohibition by giving the alarm ’ 
“The Queen, sire.” 

In her fury, the Dalmatian struck, with the strong oalm 
lorsewoman, right in the face of this mischievous brute • and 

•nding upright, she waited till the wretch had gone beFnre^ 
dressing the King. ® ' oeiore 

What’s the matter, my dear Frederique, and why do von 

Standing up, half bending over the table, he tried to hide 
:rom her, in a supple pose which showed off his foulard 
:ket, cinbroidered in pink. He smiled, his lips rather pale 
t his voice calm, his speech easy, with that elegance of 
litenes.s from which he never departed in regard to his wife 
i which set between them, as it were, a hard lacquer screen* 
:orated with flowery arabesques. With one word one 
sture, she put aside this barrier behind which he sheltered 

XiSwli« t 

_ Oh, ,no phrases, no grimaces. I know what you are 
iting there ; don;t try and lie to me.” ^ ® 

Then approaching, dominating his timid degradation with 
c proud bearing : ^ 

Listen to me, Christian” — and that extraordinary fami- 
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liarityin her mouth lent something serious, solemn, to her 
words— “listen to me. You’ve caused me much suffering 
since I’ve been your wife ; I’ve only spoken to you once 
•about it— the first time— you may remember. Afterwards, 
when I saw that you no longer loved me, I let j’ou go on, but 
I was not ignorant of anything— not one of your infidelities, 
yonr follies— because you must really be mad, mad as your 
father, who exhausted himself with love for Lola ; mad as 
your grandfather Jean, who died in a .shameful delirium, 
foaming kisses at hte death rattle, with words that made the 
nursing sisters grow pale. No doubt it's the same burnt-out 
blood, the same lava of hell, which is eating you up. At 
Ragusa, on the sortie nights, it was at Foedor’s they went to 
look fo/you. I knew it ; I knew she had left her theatre to 
follow you. I never reproached you at all, the honour of your 
name remains safe ; and when the King was absent from the 
ramparts, I took care that his place was not empty. But in 
Paris— in Paris — ” _ 

Till then she had spoken slowly, coldly, in a tone of pity 
and maternal reproach, asr if inspired to it by the lowered eyes 
and sulky mouth of the King, who resembled a bad boy being 
scolded. The name of Paris, however, exasperated her— a 
city without faith, cynical and accunsed, its bloodstained stones 
always ready for sedition, for barricades ! What induced all 
these poor, fallen kings to take refuge in such a Sodom ? It 
was Paris, its atmosphere tainted with carnage, with vice, that 
finished the destruction of historical houses, it was this through 
which Christian had lost what the maddest of his forefathers 
had known how to preserve — the pride of their escutcheon, 
Oh, from the day of their arrival, from their first night of 
ekiie, when she saw him so gay, so excited, whilst all were 
secretly weeping, Frederique had forseen the humiliations 
and shames she was going to have to undergo — then, in one 
breath, without stopping, with cutting words that spottd 
with red the royal rake's livid face, striped it as with whip 
strokes, she recalled to him all his follies, his rapid gliding 
from folly into vice, and from vice right down into crime; 

“You have deceived me, under my eyes, in my house- 
adultery at my table, and touching my dress. When you had 
enough of that curlyhaired doll, who did not even conceal her 
tears, you went to the gutter, to the mud of the streets, 
wallowing shamelessly in your idleness, bringing us back the 
morrows of your orgies, your womout remorse, all the poUbtion 
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•of that filth. Remember how I saw you, tottering and stam- 
mermgAat morning, when you lost your throne a second 
time. What have you not done ? Holy Mother of Ansels 
what have you not done ? You’ve trafficked with the rfyal 

seal ; sold crosses, titles/' ^ 

_ And in a lower voice, as if she feared that the silence .and 
the night might hear her ; 

^ “You’ve stolen too— you’ve stolen— those diamonds, those 
torn.outjewels,itwas you 5 and I allowed my old c/oeb to 
be suspected and dismissed. It was necessary, the theft beine 
known, to find a sham culprit in order to prevent the real one 
from being guessed ; because that has been my single and 
constant preoccupation— to keep the King upright intact to 
«cept everything for that object, even the shamed, S fa 
world will doubtless end by soiling myself. I 
had made myself a fighting watchword that stimulated me 
sustained me in the hours of ordeal : ‘For the Crown !' • and’ 
now you want to sell it; that crown which has caused me 
anguish and tears, you wish to barter it for gold for 

that death mask of a Jewess whom you had the effrontery to 

iaunt in the face of Paris.” **v*iicry ro 

, He was listening, without saying anything — crushed with 
tavmd head. The insult to thi lomfu hf lovSTm-iiS 
him. And gazing fixedly at the Queen, hia face showing the 
dlcTdedl^ he said, still politely, but very 

“Well, you're wrong ; the woman of whom you soeak 
counts for nothing in the resolution I have taken. What I’m 
doing is for you, for me, for the good of us all. Come are 
you not tired of this life of expedients of privations ?’ Do 

you believe 1 don’t know what's happening here that I do s 

not suffer when I see at your heels this pack of tradesmen of I 
creditors ? The other day when that man was shouting in 
Ae courtyard, I was coming in, I heard him. If it had not 
been for Rosen I would have crushed him under my phaeton 
wheels. Arid you watching his departure behind your window 
curtains! Pme thing for a queen l We’re in debt to every- 
oody. t here’s a general outcry against us. Half of your 
^ants arc waiting for their wages : this tutor of yours has 
Md nothing for ten months , Madame' de Silvis- pays herself 
oy majestically wearing your old dresses. And sometimes 
ny councillor, keeper of the crown seals; bbrrowfs rtteney from 
»y valet to buy snuff— you see, I'm qui«^ ilp tti- .and 
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you don’t know my debts. I am crushed by them ; everything 
will soon go to smash. That will be a nice state of things, 
You will see your diadem sold in a rag shop, with old napkins, 
andiron.’’’ 

Gradually carried away by his scoffing nature and the 
frivolous habits of his set, he dropped the reserved tone with 
which he began, and, in his little, in.solent, nasal voice, turned 
to humorous phrases and stories, many among which were of 
Sephora's invention, who never lost an opportunity of demo. 
li,shing by mockery her lover’s last scruples. 

“You accuse me of making phrases, my dear, but it is yon 
who bewilder yourself with words. What, after ail, is that 
crown of Illyria, about which you are always speaking to me ^ 
It’s only valuable on a king’s head ; otherwise it is an encum- 
bering, useless thing, which is hidden, for purposes of flight 
in a bonnet box, or which is exposed under a globe, like an 
actor’s laurels, or a concierge’s orange blossoms. You must 
really persuade yourself of one thing, Frederique — a king is 
only a king on his throne, with power in his hands, fallen, 
he’s less than nothing, a rag. Vainly do we cling to etiquette, 
to our titles, exhibiting our Maje.sties everywhere, on the 
panels of carriages, on the studs of our cuffs, clogging ourselves 
with a ceremonial which is out of place. All that is hypocrisy 
on our part, politeness and pity with those who surround us, 
our friends, our servants. Here I am King Christian Il.—for 
you, for Rosen, a few loyal ones. As soon as I am outside- 
I become a man like others — Mr Christian II., not even a 
surname ; only Christian, like a low actor of the Gaite,” 

He stopped, short of breath, not remembering ever to have 
spoken so long, standing. Some shrill notes of birds broke- 
the silence of the night. A big moth, which had signed its 
wings at the light, was knocking itself everywhere. The only 
sounds were this fluttering distress and the stifled sobs of the 
Queen, who knew well how to encounter rage, violence, but 
was defenceless in the presence of mockery, which took her 
sincere nature^ at a disadvantage, like a brave soldier who 
expects downright blows, and finds hi m.selfhara.s.sed by insect 
stings. Seeing her weakness, Christian thought her van- 
quished, and, to finish her off, put the finishing stroke to his > 
burlesque picture of monarchs in exile. “What a pitiable’ 
figure they all cut, these poor princes in partibus, shadows of 
royalty, draping themselves in the frippery of the chief roleSj' l 
continuing to declaim before the empty (tenches., and not i| 
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Jialfpenny of receipts. Would they not do better to be silent 

? There is an eS 

obstS.f. a luxury, after all, that 

^bstinate clinging to grandeur j but the others there, their 

hoSSeTn’f '"Stance, herded together in a 

cursed Italian cookery ! 

iou can always smell onions when you enter the house 

worthy people, certainly, but what a life ! And they Le Lt 
the „o,t unfortunate. The other day a Bourbon-a gStuSe 
JBourbon— ran after an omnibus. Tull up, sir.’ He went 

H%oTh":^;. full up “i^y poor old Tn? 

if t-bnV wanted to be called monseigneur-r-as 

If that could be seen by his cravat. Operetta kings I tell 
you, my dear. And it is to escape from this ridiculous position, 
to secure an assured and dignified existence, that I have 
■resolved to sign this ” > ^ uavc 

He added, revealing all at once the tortuous Slav, brought 
up by the Je.suits : ‘■'I'jugiu 

Besides, observe that this signature is a jest. They return 
■us our property after all, and I don’t consider myself in any 
way bound. Who knows ? these millions may perhaps help 
us to reconquer the throne.” H p p 

The Queen impetuously raised her head, fixed him for a 
.moment vvith a look that made him flinch, then, shrugging her 


11 ^ make yourself out viler than you are. You know 

■well, that when once signed— But no, the truth is, that you 
.lack strength, that you are deserting your kingly post at the 
most dangerous moment, when the new society, which wants 
neither God nor master, pursues with its hatred the represen- 
tatives of Divine right, makes the heavens tremble over their 
meads and the ground under their feet. Knives, bombs, 
bullets, anything will do— provided it is murderous— in the 
midst of our processions or /Mes. The best as well as the 
worst of us tremble when a man steps out of the crowd j every 
pe ition may hide a poniard* On leaving his palace, who can 
‘ e sure of returning to it ? And this is the hour you choose 
—you— to run away from the battlefield.” 

rr a question of fighting,” said Christian 

=11. quickly ; but to struggle like us against ridicule, proverty 
All the dungheap of life, to feel that you’re sinking deeper 
•everyday." & 

She had a flame of hope in her eyes. 

I rt s #•" . . J, ■■ ,, ■ m 
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^True j would you fight ? Then listen/’ 

Breathlessly she related, in a few brief words, the expedi- 
tion Elysee and she had been preparing for three months, 
sending letter after letter, speeches, despatches, with Father 
Alphee always journeying among the villages and over the 
mountain ; for this time it was not to the nobility they 
appealed, but to the common people — the muleteers, the porters 
of Ragusa, the market gardeners of Breno, of Labrazza, the 
islanders who go to market in feluccas, the primitive and 
traditional nation, ready to rise, to die for the King, but on. 
condition of seeing him at their head. Companies were for- 
ming, the watchword was alteady circulating, and they were 
only waiting for a signal. And the/^ueen, hurling her words 
in a vigorous charge at Christian’s weakness, felt a pang of 
pain at seeing him shake his head, even more indifferent than 
despondent. Perhaps, in reality, he felt likewise a bitterness 
that it should all have been prepared without him. He did 
nfot, hoever, believe the project realisable. It would be im- 
possible to advance into the country; they would have to* 
hold the islands, devastate a beautiful country with very little 
chances of succeeding. What happened to the Duke de 
Palma’s expendition ? — a useless shedding of blood. 

"No ; look you, my dear friend, the fiinaticism of your 
chaplain and that hotheaded Gascon are leading you astray;. 

I too have my information, and more trustworthy than yours; 

The truth is, that in Dalmatia, as elsewhere, monarchy has had 
its day. They^ve had enough of it there ; they don’t want 
any more” ^ 

'^Ah, I know well myself the coward vvho doesn’t want any 
more of it/^ said the. Queen. 

Then she hurried out, leaving Christian much astonished 
that the scene should have been so short. He very quickiy 
put the deed in his pocket, ready himself to go, when Frederi'* 
que returned, accompanied this \ime by the little prince. 

Awakened in the midst of sleef), clrkssed in all hastt‘, Zara, 
who had just passed from the hands of his nurse to tho.se of 
the queen without a word being uttered, oepried wide eyes-* 
under his light curls, but put no questions, remembering con- 
fusedly iri his little, still dizzy head, similar awakenings for 
hurried flights, amid pale faces and bieathless crie.s. It was 
in that way he had acquired the habit of abandoning himself, 

II taken anywhere, provided the Queen 
called him in her grave and resolute voice, that he felt the 
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tender embrace of her arms and her shoulders all ready to 
support him when tired. She had said to him and he 

came with confidence, surprised only at the calm of things 
compared with those other tempestuous, bloodstained nights 
in which flames arose, the boom of cannon, the rattle of 
fusillades. 

He saw the King standing, not that careless and kindly 
father who sometimes surprised him in bed, or crossed the 
schoolroom with an encouraging smile, but one with an 
annoyed and severe expression, which was harshly emphasised 
at their entry. 

Frederique, without saying a word, drew the child to the 
feet of Christian I I., and, kneeling with an abrupt movement, 
placed him standing before her, joined his little fingers in her 
joined hands : 

'The King does not want to hear me, he will hear you, 
perhaps, Zara. Come, say after me, ‘My father.^^^ 

The timid voice repeated, ''My father/^ 

“My father, my king, I conjure you, do not rob your child, 
don’t take from him that crown he is one day to wean Re- 
member it does not belong to you alone, that it comes from 
afar, from on high, that it comes from God, who placed it six 
hundred years ago in the house of Illyria. God wishes me to 
be a king, my father ; it is my heritage, my property, you 
have no right to take it from me."’’ 

The little prince accompanied his fervent murmur with the 
imploring looks of a prayer. Christian, however, turned away 
his head, shrugged his shoulders, and, furious, though always 
polite, muttered a few words between his teeth : 

‘‘Excitement— improper scene — turning this child’s head."” 

Then he got away from them, and was making for the 
door. With a bound the Queen was standing up, looked at 
the table, which was empty of the parchment which had been 
spread out on it, and understanding that the disgraceful deed 
was signed, that he had it with him, fairly bellowed out : 

“Christian !” 

He went on walking. 

She made a step, the gesture of gathering up her dress to 
pursue him, then, suddenly ; 

“Well, so be it/’ 

He stopped, saw her standing upright before the open 
window, her foot on the narrow stone balcony, with one arm 
carrying her son to death, and with the other threatening the 
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coward who was running away. All the lights of night-time 
lit up fijom outside this wonderful group. 

'To an operetta king, a queen of tragedy !’*' she cried, grave 
and terrible. "If you do not at once burn what you have just 
signed, swearing on the cross that you will never again do so 
your race is ended, crushed— your wife — your child — there ori 
those steps.” 

Such intensity inspired her vibrating voice, her magnificent 
figure, bent towards space as if to leap, that the King, terrified 
rushed to stop her. 

‘Trederique I” 

At his father^s cry, at the trembling of the arm that held 

him, the child, who was quite outside the window, thought all 
^vas over, that they were going to die. He uttered not a word 
oor a moan — was he not going to die with his mother f But 
his small hands clung to the Queen’s neck, and, throwing back 
his head, with his fair hair hanging down, the little victim 
shut his eyes before the overwhelming horror of the fall. 

Christian was no longer able to resist. He was overcome 
by the resignation, the courage of this child, who already 
knew the first of his future kingly duties— how to die well 
His heart was bursting. He threw the crumpled purchment, 
which he had for a moment been nervously holding in his 
hand, on the table, and fell into an arm-chair sobbing. 
Frederique, still suspicious, read the deed thorough, from the 
first line to the signature, then going to a candle, burnt it 
till the flame scorched her fingers, shaking the ashes over the 
table ; then she went out of the room, taking her son, who 
was already going to sleep in her arms in his heroic attitude 
of suicide. 

G/iaphr 

ARMS AND T!IE KINO 

It is the end of a meal among friends in the parlour of 
the curio-dealef s shop. Old Leemans, when he is alone, eats 
a crust at one end of the kitchen table, oppo.site Darnet, 
vyithout table-cloth, without napkin j when there is company, 
like this evening, the careful Auvergnatc removes, grumbling, 
the white covers from the furniture, puts away the small 
squares of carpet, and sets the table in front of the portrait of 
^'Monsieur” in the quiet, neat parlour, which is for a few hours 
filled with the odours of garlic and discussions, also very 
strong, in the slang of low tradespeople. 
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Since the ^'grand stroke"'’ is being prepared, those dinners 
at the dealer^s are frequent. It is well, in business of this kind, 
in which people go halves, to meet often, to act in concert 
throughout ; and nowhere could it be done so securely as 
at the bottom of that little Rue Eginhard, forgotten in the past 
of old Paris. Plere, at any rate, you can speak loud, discuss, 
combine. The end is near. In a few days — no ! in a few 
hours — the abdication will be signed, and the affair, which 
has already swallowed up so much money, will begin to 
return a great deal. The certainty of success brightens the 
eyes and voices of the guests with a gilded joyfulness, makes 
the tablecloth whiter, the wine better : a real wedding dinner 
presided over by father Leemans and Pichery, his insepara- 
ble — a wooden-looking head, stiff and pomaded a la hongrois 
above a buckram stock ; something military and not frank ; 
the air of a degraded officer. Profession ; usurer in pictures, 
a new, complicated business, well suited to the art maniacs of 
our time. When a young man is high and dry, cleaned out, 
up a tree, he goes to Pichery, picture dealer in his sumptuous 
establishment in the Rue Laffitte, 

'"Have you a Corot, a genuine Corot? I am mad about 
that painter.” 

! Corot !” Pichery remarks, closing his dead-fish 
eyes with rapt admiration ; then, suddenly changing his tone : 
^IVe just what you want,” and he shows, rolled forward on a 
big easel, a very pretty Corot, a morning all ti'embling with 
silvery mists, and dances of nymphs beneath the willows. The 
fop puts up his eyeglass, makes a pretence of admiring. 

“First class! — very first class 1 How much 
‘‘Fifty thousand francs,"'" answers Pichery, witout flinching 
The other does not flinch either. 

“At three months 

“At three months — with security."'" 

The fop puts his name to the bill, carries off the picture to 
his rooms and his mistress, and for a whole day gives himself 
the pleasure of saying at the club, on the boulevard, that he has 
just bought “a wonder of a Corot.*'^ Next day he sends his 
Corot to auction, and Pichery buys it again, through father 
Ceemans, for ten or twelve thousand francs, its true price. It 
is usury at an exorbitant rate, but legal usury, without dangers. 
Pichery, on his side, is not bound to know whether the amateur 
buys seriously or not. He sells hi.s Corot very dear 5 and he 
is within his rights, because the value of an object of art is 
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arbitrary. Besides, he takes care to do business only b 
authentic merchandise, guranteed by old Leemans, who, more- 
over, furnishes him with all his art vocabulary, which ^is sur- 
prising enough ia the mouth of that painted old Soldier, who 
is on the best terms with the gilded youth and all the cocottes 
of the Quartier de POpera, who are very necessary to hisbush 
ness. — On the other side of the patriarch Leemans, Sephora and 
her husband, their chairs and glasses clo.se together, play at 
lovers. They see each other so seldom since the begining of 
the affair [ J. Tom Levis, who, everyone believes, is in 
London, lives shut up in his villa at Courbevoie, angles all day 
for want of dupes to snare, or occupiess himself with playing 
terrible practical jokes on Spriclit. Sephora, kept more 
strictly than a Spanish queen, expecting the king at every 
hour, surrounded by ceremony and dressed to the nines, leads 
the life of the first-class demi-monde^ a life is so occupied, and 
so little amusing, that these ladies live almost always in twos 
in order to endure the long, tedious drives or the disheartening 
idleness. The ^Countess de Spalato, however, has not her equal 
in the town. She cannot associate with the kept women or 
the unclassed of this intermediate world ; respectable women 
do not meet her, and Christian II. could not endure around 
her the whirlwind of idlers who fill the drawing-rooms which 
only men visit. So she remains always alone in her boudoir 
with the painted ceilings, with the mirrors, garlanded with 
roses and flying cupids, which never reflect ary l)ut her own 
mdolent image, and bored by all the sickly sentiment the 
King gueshes out at her feet, like perfumess for sick headaches 
smoking on cups of gold. Ah ! how quickly would she give 
afl that royally dull life for the little basement in the Rue 
Royale, with her clown in front of her performing the jig of 
the Grand Strokes ! She is hardly able ei^cn to write to him, 
to keep him in touch with the business and its progress. 

Therefore, how happy she is this evening, how' .she presses 
against him, excites him, spurs him to hi.s l)est ! '*Come, make 
me laugh.”^ And Tom stirs himself a great deal; but his 
merriment fe not frank, and falls back, after each outburst, 
into a worrying thought which he does not mention, which I 
would give you a thousand times to guess right. Tom Levis 
is jealous. He^is aware there cannot be anything yet between 
Christian and Sephora, that she is far to> astute to have given 
herself without a guarantee ; but the psychological 
moment is. at hand ; as soon as the paper is signed it. 
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roust be acted on ; and, my goodness ! our friend Tom feels, 
troubles, anxieties, very strange in a man devoid of all super- 
stition, of all childishness. Little, feverish, timorous chills 
run through him as he looks at his wife, who never seemed to. 
him so pretty a prettiness enhanced by her toilette and the 
title of countess, which appears to refine her features, brighten 
her eyes, adorn her hair with a coronet of pearls. Obviously, 
J. Tom Levis is not up to his part ; he has not shoulders strong 
enough for it. For a mere nothing he would take back his- 
wife and throw up the whole business. But shame restrains 
him, the fear of ridicule, and, further, the large amount of 
money already involved in the affair. The poor fellow 
struggles with himself, tormented by these divers scruples of 
which the countess would never have thought him capable 
he affects great gaiety, gesticulates with a dagger in his heart,, 
enlivens the table by relating some of the clever tricks of the- 
Agency, and ends by putting such spirits into old Leemans, 
and the glacial Pichery himself, that they produce their best, 
humorous stories, their best tales of mystifications of amateurs. 

They are there — are they not ? — among partners, among 
pals, and elbows on table. Everything is laid bare — the inward' 
wo kings of the auction room, its traps and pitfalls, the coalition 
of r%e big traders — rivals in appearance — their exchanges, their 
hard Auvergnat trafificking.s, that mysterious freemasonry 
wh ch sets a real barrier of greasy collars and worn-out coats 
bee tween a rare object of art and a buyer’s caprice, compels 
him into absurdities, into huge sums of money. It is a joust 
of cynical stories, a tournament to show forth the most astute,, 
the most scoundrelly. 

“Did I tell you the story of my Egyptian lantern and' 
Mora f asks father Leeman.s, sipping his coffee in little gulps 
and he begins, for the hundredth time— like old soldiers their 
favoprite campaign — the story of that lantern which a Levantine 
in difficulties let him have for two thousand francs, and which 
he sold again the same day for forty thousand to the Resident 
afthe Council, with a double commission, five hundred from 
the Levantine and five thousand from the duke. But what 
constitute the charm of the tale are the ruses, the tricks, the 
way in which the head of the rich, vain client was turned. 
Tes, no doubt, a fine piece, but too dear, much too dear. 1 
Mg of you. Monsieur le Due, let someone else commit that 
hlly. I am quite sure that the Sismondos — ah, heavens, it’s 
1 pretty work, those little chasings round it, that wrought 
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chain^' — and the old man, stirred up by the laujjhter that 
shakes the table, turns over on the tablecloth the leaves of a 
small dog-eared pocket book, in which his inspiration is fed by 
the help of a date, a number, an address. All the famous 
amateurs are classed in it, like heiresses of big fortune in the 
big book of Monsieur de Foy, with their peculiarities, their 
manias — the dark and the fair, those who require bullying 
those who only believe in the value of an article if it costs^a 
•great deal, the sceptical amateur, the amateur, to whom 
you might say, as you sell him a fraud : “And you know, never 
let anybody take it from you.-" The pocketbook was in itself 
■a fortune. 

“I say, Tom,'’_Sephora suggests to her husband, whom she 
wants to make shine, “suppose you tell them the story of yom 
arrival in Paris— you know, your finst affair in the Rue 
Soufflot.” 

Tom does not require encouragement pours himself out a 
little brandy to strengthen his voice, and tells how, some ten 
years since, returning from London utterly cleaned out, one 
last hundredsous piece in his pocket, he learns, though a former 
comrade he met in an English tavern near the station, that the 
agencies were at that moment occupied with a big affair, the 
marriage of Mademoiselle beaujars, the daughter of the con- 
tractor —with twelve millions for a dowry — who had taken it 
into her head to marry a great nobleman, a genuine one. A 
magnificent commission was promised, and the bloodhounds 
on the track were numerous. Tom is nt)t di.sconcerted, goes 
into a reading-room, turns over all the pedigrees of France, 
the Almanac de Gotha, the Bottin Directory^ and at last 
■discovers a very ancient family, allied to the most celebrated 
names, and living in the Rue Soufflot. The disproportion 
between the title and the name of the street indicated to him 
a decadence in the family, or a blemi.sh. “On what floor is 

Monsieur the Marrjuis de X ?” He sacrifice.s his last 

«Iver cdTn, and obtains .some information from the concierge. 
■Certainly, a great noble, widower, a son just leaving Saint- 
■Cyr, and a young lady of eighteen, very well brought up, 
i. wo thousand francs rent, gas, water and carpet," adds the! 
•concierge, in whose eyes it all enhanced his tenant's dignity. 
Just what I want,” thinks J. Tom Levis ; and he goes up! 
though all the same rather nervous at the prosperous look of 
the staircase, a statue at the entrance, arm-chairs on cveiy' 
landing, the luxury of a modern house, with which were verjj! 
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Strongly contrasted his worn-out cloths, his leaky shoes and 
1 his extremely delicate commission. ’ 

'■Half way up,’' related the agent, “I felt inclined to go 
down again. Then, upon my word, I found cheek enough to 
attempt the stroke. I said to myself: ‘You have wit, aplomb 
your livelihood to earn — all honour to brains.' And I went 
up four steps at a tirhe. I was introduced into a big salon 
which I very soon took stock of : two or three very fine 
antiques, some pompous debris, a portrait by Largilliere much 
poverty underneath— the shabby sofa, the arm-chairs empty 
of stuffing, the chimney-piece colder than its own marble- 
The master of the house appears at last, a majestic old chap 
very stylish, Samson in Mademoiselle de la Sngliere ‘You 
have a son. Monsieur le Marquis.’ At the first words Samson 
gets up indignant. I mention the figure, twelve millions • he 
sits down and we talk. He begins by confessing that his 
fortune is not equal to his name— twenty thousand francs 
income at the most, and that he would not be sorry to re^ild 
his escutcheon anew. The son will have one hundred thousand 
francs dowry. ‘Oh, Monsier le Marquis, the name will 
be enough.’ Then vve fix the price of my commission 
and I go off in a great hurry, being expected at my office 
—good, my office ; I didn’t even konw where I was going 
to sleep that night— but at the door the old man detains me, 
and, in a good-natured tone : ‘Come now, you imprsess me as 
a smart fellow. I have something to propose to you. You 
ought to find a husband for nay daughter also. She has no 
dowry, for, to tell you the truth, I was exaggerating just 
now when I mentioned an income of twenty thousand 
francs, it's less than half. But I can dispose of a 
title of Roman count for my son-in-law. Besides, if he is in' 
army, my relationship with the Minister of War enables me 
to ensure an important promotion.’ When I finished taking 
my notes, with a ‘Rely on me, M. le Marquis,’ and I was aboi^ 
to leave, a hand was laid flat on my shoulder. I turned round. 
Samson was looking at me and laughing, with such a droll air. 
'And be.sides, there’s me,' he said to me. ‘What, Monsieur le 
Marquis f ‘By heavens, yes, I'm not yet too decrepit, and if 

I found the opportunity ' He ends by avowing that he is 

eaten up with debts, and not a halfpeny to pay them with. 
By George ! my dear Mr Tom, if you can discover for me 
some worthy business lady with considerable sevings, old maid 
or widow, send her to me with her money bags. I’ll make- 
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her a marquise.’ When I left, my education was complete, 1 
had learnt all that there was to be done in Parisian society , 
and the Levis Agency was practically founded.” ’ 

It was a wonderful story as narrated, or rather played, 
by Tom Levis. He got up, sat down again, imitated 
the majestic manner of the old noble, which soon degenerated 
into a Bohemian cynicism, and his way of spreading his hand- 
kerchief between his knees when he crossed his legs, and his 
revelation in three instalments of the actul nullity of his 
resouces. It might have been a scene from the Neveu dt 
Rameau, only a Rameau’s nephew of the nineteenth century, 
■without power, without grace, without violence, with 
something hard, fierce, the hanshness of intonation of the 
English bulldog, which had entered into the scoffing of the 
former loafer in the Faubourgs. The other loughed, were 
OTUch amused, drew from Tom’s recital philosophical and 
■cynical reflections. 

“You see, my cherubs” said old Leemans, “ifdealears agreed 
among themselves they would be the masters of the world— 
everything is trafficked in the times in which we are living, 
Everything is bound to come to us, to pass through our hands, 
leaving us a little of its skin. When I think of the business 
done for the last forty years in this hole in the Rue Eginhard, 
of all 1 have melted, sold, patched up, exchanged — to complete 
it I had only to deal in a crown. Now it’.s there, it’s in 
if he bag. 

He rose, glass in hand, his eyes brilliant and fierce. 

“Here’s to dealing, my children !” 

Darnet, in the background, hidden under her black Cantal 
coif, watched everything, listened to everything, instructed 
herself about commerce ; for she hoped to establish herself, as 
isoon as “Monsieur” was dead, and deal in curios on her own 
account. 

Suddenly the bell at the entrance shakes violently, wheezes 
like an old catarrh. They all start. 

“Who’d come at such an hour, at such a time y” 

“It’s Lebeau,” says the father ; ‘‘it's only him.” 

Loud crise welleome the valet de chambre, who had not been 
seen for a long time, and enters lived, haggard, his teeth 
clenched with the air of one absolutely upset, and in a bad 
temper. 

“Sit down there, you old rascal,” says teemans, raakii^ 
roojn between himself and his daughter. 
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“The devil !” observes the other, noticing their flushed 
faces, the table, and the remains of the dinner. “It seems 
you’re amusing yourselves here.’’ 

The remark, the funereal tone in which it is made— they all 
look at each other, rather uneasy. “By jove, yes, we are amus- 
ing ourselves 1” We are merry ! Why should we be gloomy ?’, 

Monsieur Lebeau appears stupefied. 

“What 1 don t you know ? When did you see the Kincr, 
comtesse ?” 

“Why, this morning— yesterday— every day.” 

“And he told you nothing about the dreadful scene ?” 

Then, in a few words, he recounted the scene, the burnt 
deed, the busiess itself very probably destroyed with it. 

“The scoundrel ! He’s done me,” cried Sephora. 

Tom, very uneasy, looks into the depths of his wife’s eyes. 

Had she by chance, had the imprudent weakness ? But 

the lady is not in the humour to give explanations • she is full 
of fury, of indignation against Christian, who has been for the 
last week entangling himself in a series of lies in order to 
explain how it is that the act of abdication is not yet signed. 
Oh, the coward ! the coward and liar ! But why did Lebeau 
not inform them ? 

“Ah, yes, why ?” said valet, , with his hideous smile. “It 
would have been confoundedly difficult to inform you. For 
the last ten days 1 have been running about— five hundred 
leagues without breathing time, without drawing rein — and not 
■even the means of writing a letter, watched as I was by a 
dreadful monk, a Franciscan father, who plays with a knife like a 
ibandit. He spied on all my movements, never left me a mi- 
nute out of his eye, on the pretext that he did not know en- 
ough French to go alone and make himsself understood. The 
truth is, that they distrust me at Saint-Mande, and that they 
have profited by my absence to work up a big affair.” 

‘‘What is it f asked all their eyes. 

“1 believe it’s all about an expedition to Dalmatia. It’s 
that devil of a Gascon who has given them the swelled head. 
Oh ! I said we ought to have got rid of that fellow right at 
the beginning.” 

In vain they tried to hide things from him, the vaht de 
dumbre had for some time scented preparations in the air, 
letters going off at all hours, mysterious counsels. One day, 
on opening an album of water-colours, which that little fool 
fp a Rosen had left about, he saw designs of uniforms, costumes. 
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drawn by her : Illyriatt volunteers, dragoons of the fcdth 
blue shirts, cuirassiers of the legitimate right. Another day 
he overheard a serious discussion between the princess and 
Madam de Silvis about the form and size of the cockades 
From all this, from those shreds of words, he inferred a bij 
expedition ; and the journey he had just had to make 
probably connectd with it. The little dark man, a kind of 
hunchback, whom he had been sent to fetch from the tnouo. 
tains of Navarre, must be some great warrior, commissioned 
to lead the army, under the King’s orders. 

"What 1 is the King going too ?” shouts father Leeraans 
with a contemptuous glance at his daughter. ’ 

A tumult of words follows this exclamation. 

"And our money ?” 

"And the bills ?'’ 

■ “It’s an infamy ; it’s a robbery !" 

And as nowadays politics is the dish of ^'ifsop which b 
mixed with everything, Pichery, very Imperialist, stiff as his 
buckram stock; apostrophises the public : 

“Under the Empire .such a thing could not have been 
done— to menace the tranquility of a neighbouring state.” 

“Quite sure,” observes J. Tom T.evis gravelv— “quite sure' 
that if they knew it at the Presidency it' would not be allo- 
wed. We must warn them, bestir ourselves." 

“Yes, I thought of that,” rejoins Lebcau ; “unfortunately 
I know nothing clear, precise. They wouldn’t listen to me 
And besides, those people yonder are on their guard— all their 
precautions are taken to avoid suspicions. So this evening is 
the Queen’s birthday ; their is to be a grand fete at the 
Rosen’s hotel. Well, go and tell the authoritie.s that all those 
dancers are actually conspiring and making ready for fightf 
Still, there is something not ordinary about that ball.” 

Only then do they notice that the valet is in evening dress 
—dress shoes, white tie; he manages the organising' of the 
buffets over there, and must return very quickly to the Ile- 
Saint-Louis. Suddenly the countees, who has been reflectinff 
for some moments, observed : ® 

"Listen, Lebeau : if the King goes away, you will know 
it, won't you? You will be informed of it, even if it wers 
onl^y to pack up his bagage. Well, let me be informed an hour 
beforehand, and I swear to you the expedition shall not take 
place.” . 

She spoke with her calm voice, with slow but firm decision. 
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And while J. Tom Levis dreamily asks himself how Sephora 
could prevent the King from going whilst the other partners 
quite crestfallen, calculate what the failure of the affair would 
cost them ; Master Lebeau, returning to the ball, hastens 
ilong on the tips of his pumps, across the labyrinth of small, 
lark streets, with old roofs, escutcheoned doors all that 
quarter— aristocratic in the last century, but now transformed 
;nto factories, into workshops— which, shaken all day by heavy 
vaggons and the swarming of a poor population, resumes at 
night its character of a curious dead city. 

ThQfete could be heard and seen from afar ; it was a sum- 
mfete, a night fete, sending over both banks of the Seine 
ridespread echoes, whilst the lights poured out like the red 
nist of a fire at that extremity of the island which, jutting 
lut into the waves, resembled the lofty rounded poop of a 
Igantic ship at anchor. On approaching, one distinguished 
he high windows shining under the hangings, the thousand 
oloured lights in girandoles, attached to the bushes, to the 
ncient trees of the garden, and on the Quai d’ Anjou, ge- 
lerally asleep at that hour, the lamps of the carriages piercing 
he night with their little motionless beacons. Since Her- 
lert’s marriage, the Hotel Rosen had not seen smilar • fete . and 
he.present one was even on a larger scale than the former, 
11 the windows and doors being opened to the splendour of 
; starry night. 

The ground floor formed a long gallery of connected salons^ 
ligh as a cathedral, adorned with ' paintings, with antique 
■ildings, where the lustres of Holland and Venice, the lanterns 
f mosques, hanging fi'om the ceilings, lit up a strange decora- 
ion : hangings quivering with reflections of green and red 
old, heavy shrines of massive silver, carved ivories in frames,- 
Id mirrors with blackened faces, reliquaries, standards* 
reasures from Montenegro and Herzegovina, which Parisian 
istc had been able to group, to gather together, .without 
nything loud or too exotic, the band, arranged bn the tribune 
f an ancient oratory, recalling that of Chenonceaux, was 
urrounded by oriflammes sheltering arm-chairs reserved for 
lie Queen and for the King ; and, in contrast with all this 
ntiquity, those splendid antiques reflected everywhere, which 
'Ould have delighted father Leemansl The whirling waltzes 
f the day were being danced, waltzes with long embroidered 
rains, with brilliant fixed eyes, in the vapour of crinkled hair, 
®55ing, like -a challenge of exuberant youth, i,.with . blond. 
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slender, floating visions and brunette apparitions of a creamy 
pallor. From time to time, out of this network of dancers, 
this medley of silky stuffs, which adds to the music of balls a 
mysterious and coquettish whispering, a couple would detach 
. themselves, pass through the lofty French window, receive 
upon their receding heads the white light of the pediment, 
where the Queen's cypher figured, appeared in flaming gasi 
and, continuing in the alleys of the garden the rhythm of the 
dance, with a hesitation, with halts, caused by the distance d 
the sounds, would turn their waltz at last into a cadenced 
walk, a harmonious promenade along the balmy bushes of mag- 
nolias and i-oses. In fact, apart from the uncommonness, thf 
rarity of the scene, a few foreign types of women, with wilii 
hair, with the soft suppleness of Slavonians, there wasal 
first sight nothing but one of those fashionable routs such ai 
the Faubourg Saint-Germain, represented at the Hotel Reset 
by its most ancient, its most pompous names, sometimes givei 
in its old gardens in the Rue de I’Universite, where thf 
dancers pass from waxed floors to the lawns, where the blact 
coat may be enlivened by light trousers, open-air fetts 
belonging to the summer, and freer, more exuberant that 
other. 

thein his room on the second floor the old duke, a prey to at 
attack of sciatica during the past week, listened to the echo® 
of his ball, stifling under his blankets cries of pain and barract 
room oaths about the ironical cruelty of the illness that nailec 
him to his bed on such a day, made it impossible for him t( 
join those fine young people who were to start next day 
1 The word of command having been given, the posts in thf 
combat selected, this ball was a good-bye, a sort of bravadt 
to the ill chances of war, as well as a precaution against the 
inquisitiveness of the French police. If the duke could ml 
accompany the volunteers, he consoled himself by thinking 
his son Herbert would be in the affair, and his gold coins also, 
since their Majesties had graciously allowed him to defray the 
expenses of the expedition. On his bed, mi.xed with ordi- 
nance maps, with strategical plans, were bills for stores, cases 
of guns, boots, blankets, provisions for the cam|)aig|i, which 
he carefully checked with terrible twistings of his mciustaches, 
the heroic grimace of the Royalist struggling against his paisi- 
monious skinflint instincts. Sometimes a number, a piece ol 
information was lacking, then he sent for Herbert — a protext 
ofr keeping by him for a few minutes the big son who was to 
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eave him to morrow for the 6rst time, whom he perhaps would 
lever see again, and for whom he felt an imrhense affection, 
11 dissembled beneath a stately, reserved manner. But the 
irince did not remain long, being in a hurry to go down again 
0 do the honours of the hotel, and, above all, not wishing to 
ose any of the brief hours which he still might s^nd near his 
lear Colette. 

Standing with him in the first salon, she helped him 
eceive his feather's guests, prettier, more elegent than ever, 
lose fitted in a tunic of old lace made of the alb of a Greek 
lishop, whose creamy tint well framed her fragile beauty, 
mpressed this evening by an almost grave air of mystery. It 
[uietened her features, deepened her eyes, with the same blue 
,s the little cockade sporting among her curls, beneath a 
liamond aigrette — hush 1 a cockade for an Illyrian volunteer, 
model adopted for the expedition and designed by the 
rincess. Ah, during the last three months she had not 
emained inactive, the dear little woman ! Copying 
iroclamations, carrying them secretly to the Convent of 
he Franciscans, designing costumes, banners, putting the 
dice off the scent, whom she believed to he always 
t her heels, it was thus she supported the role of a 
loyalist great lady, inspired by her former reading at 
le Secre-Coeur. One detail only was wanting in the pro- 
ramme of Vendean brigandage : she could not go away, 
jIIow her Herbert. Because now it was Herbert, nothing 
ut Herbert ; by the beneficence of nature, she no mor® 
bought about the other than about the unfortunate marmoset,| 

0 cruelly crushed .on the neighbouring pavement. The 
elight of putting on a man’s costume and wearing small jack 
oots was refused Colette for two reasons ; one, her duties in 
ispect to the Queen ; the other, quite intimate, whispered the 
vening before in the aide-de-camp’s ear. Yes, if it was not 
elusion, in a space of time he easily calculated, the race of 
be Rosens would count one more little repressentative, and 
bey could not expose a hope so dear, so precious, to the 
itigues of an expedition which would not end without some 
3ugh and bloody sword-thrusts, any more than it was thought 
toper to take a turn of the waltz through the splendid salons. 
io there were many secrets for the little woman to keep, and, 
lotwithstanding the mystery of her lips, her adorably tell-tale 
yes, the languid fashion in which she leant on Herbert’s arm, 
old it all for her. 
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Suddenly the orchestra is silent, the dance is stopped 
everyone stands up for the entry of Christian and FrederLe 
They have crossed the three salons, glittering with nationai 
treasures, where the Queen could see everywhere her cypher 
embroidered with flowers, lights, jewellery, where everything 
had spoken to them of their country, of its glories. And now 
they stop on the threshold of the garden , never has monarchy 
been represented in a prouder more, brilliant manner ■ truly 
a couple to imprint 'on the coinage of a people, on thepedi’ 
ment of a dynasty. The Queen especially is admirable 
looking ten years younger in a splendid white dress, and on 
her shoulders, as her sole jewel, a heavy amber necklace 
from which hangs a cross. Offered and blessed by the Pope’ 
this lecklace has its legend, with the faithful relate in a low 
voice. Frederique wore it the whole time of the siege of 
Ragusa ; twice it was lost and miraculously recovered in the 
sorties under fire. She holds a superstition about it has 
made a queenly vow in connection with it, without troubling 
about the charming effect of those gilded pearls so near her 
hair, of which, as it were, they catch the reflection. 

While the sovereigns are there, standing up radiant 
admiring ih&fete and the sight of the garden, illuminated Ifci 
a fairy land, three notes, bizarre, stirring, full of energy 
suddenly come from a violin among a mass of rhododendrom ' 
. The whole Slav souHn the gathering quivers on recognising 
the sound of the guzlas. They began with a lively prelude 
an overflow of distant war sounds, which advances, soars’ 
swells, spreads. It. was like a heavy cloud, .laden with 
electricity, which, from time to time, was scored with lightning 
by a^rnore lively note of the bow, and from which soon 
poured forth the stormy, voluptuous, heroic rhythm of the 
National Air, at once hymn and dance, of that air of Rodoitza 
> which IS a part of all the fetes^ all the battles over yonder 
and represents well the double character of its ancient legend' 
The Heiduque, Rodoitza, fallen into the hands of the Turks 
^igns death to escape. They light a fire on his chest ; the 
Hciduque_ ^es not move. They slip a serpent into his 
teom, irntated by the sun. They bury twenty nails unden 

his nails .he^preserves his stony immobility. Then they bring 
Haikouna, the tallest, loveliest girl in Zara, who begins to 
dance whilst singing, the delirious National Air. At the 
first notes, when Rodoitza hears the clinking of the sequins ol 
the fait one $ necklace, the shaking of the fringes of her girdk 
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he smiles opens his eyes, would be lost, did not the dancer 
with one bound throw over his expressive face tL sXS 
foulard with which she marks and crowns her daL So Se ' 
Heiduque was saved, and that is why for two hSred^ 
the National Air of Illyria is called the air of Eodoitza ^ 

Hearing it resound under the sky of exile, all the Illyrians 
men and women, grow oale These uic luynans, 

proud, with the figures of Heiduques, all feelln tSmsdvJs the 
mdomi able courage of Roditza, so well rewarded K wLanV 
ove ; those beautiful Dalmatians, tall as Haikoima have in 
their hearts her tenderness for the heroes. The old Sen thin“ 
king of then distant country, the mothers watching their sons all 
feelinclined tosob,alI-were it not for the prisenee of the 
King and Queen —would mingle their voices with the loud 
itrident cry which the guzla players at the end of their piece 
jud up to the stars in a last clash of cords, ^ * 

Immediately after the dances are resumed with surprising- 

inthusiasm for a world in which one scarcely amuseronSf 

«<«pt as a figure of speech. As Lebeau sildThere 

tainly something which is not ordinary in this festivity 

something ardent, feverish, passionate, which one feels in ^he 
embrace af arms around waists, the spiritedness of the daLrs 
certain sparkling glances that cross, even in the eadenc? of 
the waltMs,_ the mazurkas, in which something suddenly sounds 
kke a clinking of stirrups and spurs. Towards the end of- 
balls in general, when morning pales the windows, the last 
our of pleasure has this eager haste, these intoxicated rap- 
tures ; here, however, the ball hardly begins, and already all 
hands burn within the gloves, all hearts beat beneath the 
flowers of the bodice, or the little diamond brooches : and 
when a coup e passes by, melting with rhythm and with love 
long loks follow them, smilling, soft with affection— everyone’ 
in foct, knows that all those fine dancers, the nobility of Ilyria 

toled with their princes, French nobility, ever ready to shed 
Its blood in a good cause, are about to start at dawn on a 
TOld and dangerous expedtion. Even in the event of victory 
now many of those proud young men, who enrol without coun- 
ting their numbers, will return ? How many, before a week 

the mountains, their ears 
still ringing with the intoxicating tune of the mazurka, whilst 
their blood is flowing away ? It is the approach of danger 
that mingles the anxiety of a vigil under arms with the spi- 
ntedness of the ball, makes tears, bright glances flash in the 
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eyes with so much boldness, and so much languor. Whf 
can be refused to a man who is going away, who is perha* 
about to perish ? And this Death hovering, whose wif 
brushes you in the cadence of the violins, how it draws e ^ 
braces closer and precipitates confessions ! fugitive loves 
meeting of ephemera crossing the same sunbeam | Xhev 
never saw each other before ; dubtless they will not see each 
other again and behold two hearts enchained ! Some women 
the more haughty, try to smile despite their emotion ; but 
beneath that irony how much sweetness there is ! And the 
whole crowd turns about, foreheads thrown back, curls flutter- 
ing, each couple thinking itself alone, shut off, dazed, in the 
magic of a waltz of Brahms or a mazurka of Chopin. 

One who was also vibrating, much moved, was Meraut 
in whom the song of the guzlas awoke the Bohe- 
mian adventurous temper, which lies at the bottom of all 
Southern temperaments. He. who did not dance, and who 
would not fight, was overcome by the enchantment of this 
heroic ball ; and to consider that all these youths were about 
to start, to shed their blood, while he remained with the old 
men, the children, caused ine-Kpre,ssible melancholy, discomfort 
Idea was shamed by action. And perhaps Frederique’s 
radiant pride, as she leaned on Christian’s arm, had somethin? 
to do with his depression— his wish for death inspired by the 
Slav songs and dances. How happy she was at finding again 
the king, the warrior, in her husband ! Haikouna, at the 
sound of arms you can forget everything, forgive everythin? 
treachery, lying ; what you love above all is phy. 5 ical courage 
It is always to that you will throw the handkerchief, warm with 
your tears or the light perfumes of your face— and whilst he 
IS thus de.solate, she, who has just noticed in a corner of the 
drawing-room, that broad poet’s brow, over which fall the 
abundant tresses in rebellious, unfashionable style, Haikouna 
smiles, signs to him to approach. You would say .she guessed 
the reason of his sadness* 


"What a fine Monsieur Meraut*’^ 

Then, loweringf her voice : 

I owe you this too, but we owe you so much, we don’t 
know how to thank you ” 

Just then Christian 11. approaches, takes again Frederique's 
arm • 
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''I don^t know him, sire ” 

V'He claims, however, you’re old friends. Look/ there 
lie is." 

This Marquis de Hezeta was the chief who, in the absence 
of the old General de Rosen, was to command the expedition. 
He had shown in the Duke de Palma^s last attempt astonish- 
ing qualities as a commander, and never, had be been listened 
to, would it have ended so pitiably. When he saw his efforts 
were useless, and the pretender himself gave the example and 
signal for flight, he threw himself, in his disappointment and 
weariness, into the depths of the Basque mountains, lived 
there, far from childish conspiracies, false expectations, sword- 
thrusts in the water, that exhausted his moral forces. He 
wanted to die obscure in his own country, but was to be once 
mere tempted to adventure by the persuasive royalism of 
Father Alphee and the renown of Christian II.^’s bravery. His 
old nobility of family, his romantic life, composed of exiles, 
persecutions, brilliant strokes, his fanatical cruelties, surrounded 
the Marquis Jose Maria de Hezeta with an almost legendary 
interest, made him the lion of the evening. 

'"Good day, Ely," advancing to Elysee, hand outstretched, 
and calling him by his boyhood^s name. '"Eh, yes, iPs me ; 
it’s your old master, Monsieur Fapel.''^ 

The evening dress, laden with crosses and orders, the white 
cravat, hardly altered him, nor even the twenty years that had 
passed over that enormotis dwarfs head, so burnt by gun- 
powder and the harsh weather of the mountains that his frontal 
vein, terrifying and characteristic, could hardly be seen. With 
it seemed to have diminished his Royalist enthusiasm. 

Elysee was strangely surprised to hear his old master speak, 
he who had made him what he was. 

•"You see, my little Eye” — little Ely was two feet taller 
than he, and had not a few grey hairs — ""it^s all over, there are 
no more kings ; the principle stands, but the men are lacking. 
Not one of those dismounted men is capable of placing himself 
in the saddle again, not one even who has a real desire to do 
so. Ah ! what I saw, what I saw during that war !" 

A bloody mist rose to his forehead, reddened his eyes, 
staring as if enlarged by a vision of shame, cowardice, 
treachery* 

"‘But all kings are not the same,’^ protested Meraut, "and 
Fm certain that Christian — — 

"Yours is worth no more than ours — a child, an idler— not 
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no will in those eyes of pleasure ; but just loot 


at 


an idea 
him.’’ 

He pointed to the King, who entered waltzing, his evM 

swimming, his forehead damp, his small, round head bent over 
his partner’s bare shoulder, mcistening it with his open lins 
showing an inclination to wallow in it. In the increasin’ 
intoxication of the ball, the pair passed near them without 
seeing them, touched them with their panting breath • and 
the gallery filled with people looking at the dancing of Chris- 
tian II., the best dancer in his kingdom, Hezeta and Meraut 
took refuge in the deep embrasure of one of the windows look- 
ing on the Quai d’Anjou. They remained there a long time 
half way between the noi.se and whirlwind of the ball and the 
fresh shade, the calming silence of the night. 

no longer have faith, kings no longer have any will 
Why should we excite ourselves for them ?” said the Soaniarr)^ 
savagely. ^ ■ ■’ 

“You no longer believe in them, and yet you’re going ?” 

“I’m going.’’ ' ^ 

“Without hope ?” 

“One only— that of getting my head broken, my poor head 
which I no longer know where to lay.” ’ 

“And the King ?” 

"Oh, that man, I'm quite calm about him ’’ 

he mean that Christian II. was not yet on horseback 
or that hke his cousin, the Duke de Palma he would always 
know how so return safe from battle ? Me did not explain 
himself further. Around them the ball continued to whirl in 
mad circlings, but Elysee now beheld it through the d is- 
couragement of his old master and his own di.sillusions. 


G/^apjfer ^en 
THE NIGHT TK.VIN 


the Gare de Lvon 
Nice, or Marseilles 


"We start to-night at eleven from 

destination unknown — probably C'cttc 

J pendllerl hv Imbeau reachi 

£th^aL'^''ahfT'”h’ Spalatn harl jimt leftb 

bath, and all fresh, sweet-smelling ami supple,’ was bu< 

watering, looking herse 

■after her flowers-her basket-flowers, her green plants-ligi 
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suede_gIoves up to the elbow for this promenade through her 
art.fic.al garden. She was riot moved, but remained a moment 
to reflect m the qu.et half light of the lowered blinds, then 
she gave a little decided psture, a shrugging of the shoulders, 
which meant : Bah ! who wants the end-»and quickly she’ 
rang for her maid, that she might be under arms when the' 
King came. ^ 

“What is madame going to put on ?’’ 

Mpame looked at the glass to ask it for an idea 
Nothing ; I shall remain as I am.” 

Nothing indeed could have made her prettier than the lonp 
clinging, pale flpnel gown, with its soft folds, a big fichu 
knotted in childlike style behind her waist, and her black; 

revealing the nape and 
the begmnmg of the line of the shoulders, which one guessed 
to have a livelier tone than the face, the warm, smooth clear- 
ness of amber. , . . 


^ She thought, rightly that no toilet would equal this dish- 

the simple, girlish air which the 
King liked so much in her ; but it obliged her to lunch in her 
room, for she could not go down to the dining-room in such a 
costume. She had put her household on the footing of res- 
pectability, and there was no room here for the fantasticality 
the Bohemain ways of Courbevoie. After lunch, she installed 
herself in her boudoir which a covered verandah prolonged 
over the avenue, and began watching for the King ; quietly 
seated, all pink in the reflection of the blinds, just as formerly 
at the middle-class window at the family hotel. Christian 
never came before two ; but after that hour began an 
anguish quite new to that placid nature, the anguish 
of waiting, at first hardly quivering, like a ripple on water 
about to boil, the feverish, agitated, boiling over. Carriages 
were rare at that hour in the quiet avenue, with its double 
rows of sunlit plane trees, and of new /loie/s, ending in the 
gilded gates, the brightened lamp posts of the Parc Monceau. 
At the least sound of wheels, Sephora drew aside the blind to 
see better, and, her expectation constantly deceived, was 
exasperated by the luxurious serenity of the 'outside world of 
that provincial calm. ’ 

_What had happened ? Would he really go away without 
seeing her ? She sought for reasons, pretexts j but when one 
everything waits, the entire being remains in suspense, 
and the ideas, fluttering, incoherent, are no more finished than 
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the words stammering on the edge of the lips. The countess 
felt this torture, and that faint feeling in which all the nerves 
are strained and exhausted. Again she raised the pink blind. 
A warm wind was shaking the blanches in green tufts, a fresh- 
ness rose up from the road, which was inundated by the sharp/ 
quick jets of watercarts, interrupted continually by the passing 
carriages, now more numerous, going to the Bois de Boulogne 
for the five o’clock drive. Then she began to be seriously 
frightened at the King's desertion ; sent off two letters, one 
to the Prince d'Axel, the other to the club ; then she dressrd 
as she could not remain till the evening like a little girl who 
has just got out of a bath, and again began her walk "from her 
room to her boudoir, to her dressing-room, soon through the 
whole hotels trying to believe she was not waiting by moving 
about. It was not a little cocotte cage she had bought, the 
Spalato, nor yet one of those overwhelming houses with which 
millionaires have encumbered the new quarters of the Parisian 
west end, but an artistic hotel, well worthy of the names of 
the surrounding streets — Murillo, Velasquez, Vandyck—and 
which was different in everything from its neighbours, from 
the top of its facade to the knocker on the door, 15 uilt by 
Count Potnicki for his mistress - an ugly woman, whom he 
paid every morning with a thousand-franc note, folded in 
four, on the toilet table— this wonderful mansion had been sold 
hurriedly for two millions with its artistic furniture, on the 
death of the rich Pole, who left no will, and Sephora had 
bought it and all those treasures at one stroke. 

The Countess de Spalato descends to the salons of the 
ground floor by the massive staircas<i of carved wood, whose 
banisters would support a carriage and |)air, and which gives 
the lady’s grave beauty the dark background of a Dutch pic- 
ture. As a rule, her heart exults amid her beautiful posse- 
ssions, still more embellished by the good bargain she made j 
to-day she comes and goes without kxdving, without seeing, 
her thoughts far away, lost in irritating reasonings. '‘What! 
he would go off like that ! So he did not love me r She 
who fancied she had so thoroughly captivated, netted him ! 

The servant returns No news of the King. He has net 
been .seen anywhere. It was just like Christian, Knowing 
himself weak, he fled, took himself off. A fit of mad rage for 
a moment carries away ou». of her clam this woman w'ho is so 
selfpossessed. Were it not for her lung haliit of trade, she 
would break, smash up everything around hen Throwing 
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herself in an arm-chair, whilst the ending day obscures all her 
wealth of yesterday, she sees it fly, leave her together with 
her dream of colossal fortunes. The door opens violently. 
“Madame la Comtesse is served.” 

She has to sit at table all by herself in the stately dining- 
room, its light panels crowded with p )rtraits by Frans Hals, 
valued at a hundred thousand francs —severe, pale, stiff and 
solemn faces in their high ruffles, not so solemn, however, as 
the white cravated butler who carves at the side table the 
dishes which are served by two impassive footmen dressed in 
nankeen. The irony of this pompous service, in contrast with 
the desertion threatening Madam de Spalato, wrings her heart 
with chagrin ; and it might be thought the servants suspect 
something, so much do the valets rainforce their ceremonious 
disdain whilst she eats— waiting till she has finished, motionless 
and grave as a photographer's asistants after fixing the 
customer in frount of the camera. Gradually, however, the 
deserted woman cheers up, returns to her true self. No ; 
she won't let herself be cast off like that. It is not that she 
holds to the King, but the business,the grand cou^j all her 
self-love in regard to her partners, are at stake. Come, now, 
she has flecided on a move. Going up to her room, she 
writes a word to Tom ; then, whilst the servants in the base- 
ment are dining and discussing their mistress’s lonely and 
agitated day. Madam la Comtesse prepares, with her not un- 
skilfull little hands, a travelling bag, which has often journeyed 
between the Agency and Courbevoie, throws the grey woollen 
cloak over her shoulders to protect her against the cold night 
air, and stealthily leaves her palace, going on foot to the nearest 
cabstand, holding her little bag just like a lady’s companion 
who -has had summary notice. 

Christian II., on his side, had not spent a less unquiet 
day. Remaining at the ball very late with the Queen, he 
awoke with his head and heart filled with the heroic" burdens 
of the guzlas. The preparations for the journey, the inspection 
of his arms, as well as the lieutenant-general’s costume he had 
not worn since Ragusa, took him up to eleven o’clock, att- 
ended, watched by the very perplexed Lebeau, who did not 
venture to push too far his insinuations of inquary. At eleven 
the little court assembled to assist at a Low Mass pronounced 
by Father Alphee in the drawing room, transformed into an 
oratory, the mantelpiece serving as an altar, its velvet drapery 
covered by an embroidered cloth. The Rosens were not there 
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—the old man in bed, the princess having accompanied- 
Herbert to the station, who had gone off with some youn? 
men. Hezeta was to follow by the next train, and all the 
small band was to dribble out thus during the day, in order 
not to give the alarm. This secret Mass, which recalled the 
days of disaster, the monlds enthusiastic face, the military 
energy of his gesture and voice, had an effect of incense and 
powder — the religious ceremony solemnised by the approach- 
ing battle. 

The lunch was oppressed by these mingled emotions, al- 
though the King affected a certain coquetry in not leaving 
any but agreable recollections behind him, although he 
adopted towards the Queen a respectfully affectionate attitude 
which was chilled by Frederique's rather niistrusful behaviour. 
The child watched them timidly, for the horrible scene oi 
that other night haunted his young memory, and left him 
nervous intuitions above his age. The Marquise de Silvis 
heaved deep sighs of adieu in advance. As for Elysee, to 
whoin confidence had returned, he could not contain his joy 
thinking of that counter-revolution l)y the people he had so 
long dreamt of, of that insurrection, forcing the gates of a 
palace to restore a king Success did not seem doubtful to 
him Christian had not the same certainty; but, apart from' 
that slight uneasiness of departure, when it seems as if a solitude , 
was suddenly created, a premature separation from the objects; 
or beings surrounding yon, he felt no ominous apprehension^ 
rather a relief from his most false pf)sition, surrounded as he 
was by threatening money matters, by del>ts of honour. In 
case of victory the civil list would pay evtirvthing. Defeat, 
on the contrary, would bring a genera! collapse"»-death, a 
bullet through his forehead, as he faced the enemy. He thought 
•of it as of a definite solution of his money and heart difficulties; 
and his carelessness did not figure badly between the Queen’s 
pieoccupations and Elysee’s enthusiasm. Hut while ihty were 
-talking together in the garden, a servant happened to pass. 

'Tell Sarny to have the carriage ready/’ ordered Christian. 

Frederique started . 

"You’re going out 

Yes, as a matter of caution. Yestcrday’.s ball must have 
made Paris talk. I must show myself, be seen at the club on 
^ shall come back to dinner with you/’ 

He ran up the steps, joyous anti free, like a schoolboy 
leaving a classroom. 
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■ “I shall be afraid till the end,” said the Queen • and 
Meraut, knowing what he did, found not a word to encourage 

_ Notwithstanding, the King had taken strong resolutions 
During Mass he had sworn to himself never to see his Sephora 
again, feeling assured that if she wanted to detain him if she 

he had himsel driven to his club, found there some bald-heads' 
absorbed in silent games of whist and some majestic slum- 
w/«f h fable in the reading-room. Everything 

of deserted, as there had been a lot 

of play the previous night. In. the morning, as the whole club 
f out. Monseigneur le Prince d’Axel at their head 

a number of she-asses passed before the club, jingling thek 

keeoer^^ Th^ i ^o'^^eigneur had sent for the ass 

then tL '^arm milk in champagne glasses 

th n these gentlemen, all a trifle intoxicated, mounting the’ 

the driver^s shouts 

rode the most amusing steeplechase all along the Rue de la 

SbSedTale oS have heard the tale, the Majestically 
Gub. of Monsieur Bonceil, the manager of . the Grand 

Oh, it was so funny ! Monseigneur on that little she-ass 

'iSSn!? Ti Monseigneur has wonderful 

Moi u^® imperturbable coolness— ah, if his 

Majesty had been there !” i* ms 

His Majesty_was very sorry to ; have missed that amusing 

d'Axel ! at variance with the 
King, his uncle, hounded out of his country by all sorts of 
court intrigues, perhaps he would never reign, because the old 
monarch talked of marrying again— some young woman— and 
begetting a crowd of little Presumptives. But all that did 
not disquiet hm in the least degree. To go to the pace in 
Paris seemed to him far ■ more interesting than to go in for 
politics at home. And gradually the spirit of brag and jeering 
again seized hold of Christian, as he lay stretched on the sofa 

where the Crown Prince had left the mark of his contagious 
idleness. In the lazy atmosphere of the club, the heroic 
enthusiasm of the night before, and the morrow's expedition 
appeared to the young King without glory, without magic and 
without greatness. He grew positively unstrung by stopping 
there ; and in order to escape that torpor which penetrated 
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every vein like a stupefying poison, he got up, went into the 
open air among living, active, moving beings. 

Three o'clock— the hour at which he usually went off to 
the Avenue de Messine, after lunching at the club, or at Mig- 
non’s. His foot steps mechanically took the usual direction 
■bf that summer part of Paris, rather larger, a trifle less heady 
than the other, but which makes up such charming views, 
such fine perspectives, with its gieen massed against stone and 
the shadows of foliage on the whiteness of the asphalt. 

What a number of pretty women gliding under them, half 
concealed by their sunshades, with such grace, such charming 
seductiveness and good-humour ! What other women knew 
how to walk like them, drape themselves like these in their 
actual appearance and manner, and talk and dress and do the 
opposite so well ? Ah, Paris, Paris, city of easy pleasure, of 
brief hours ! To think that in order to be surer of lossing aH 
this he was perhaps about to get his head broken. Yet, what a 
good time, what intelligent and complete voluptuousness he 
had enjoyed I 

In the favour of his gratitude, the Salv had a sparkle in 
his eyes for all those passing women, who facinated him by a 

feature, by a sweep of the skirt, bordered with lace, fan fashion. 
It was a far cry from the king-knight, who in the morning, 
between his wife and his son. bent in the oratory, before start- 
ing for the conquest of his kingdom, to this pretty lady-killer,; 

nose in the air, his conquering hat on his little curly round head, 
with his cheeks reddened by a fever of pleasure. Frederique 
was not wrong in cursing the ferment of Paris, in dreading it 
for that vacillating brain. 

At the corner of the Boulevard Haussmann and the Avenue ; 
de Messine, Christian stopped and' let several carriages go by,: 
He was recalled to reason. How had he come there, and so ‘ 
quickly ? The Hotel Potnicki lifted up in a vaporous sunset 
its two turrets, its balcony draped like an alcove — what a 
temptation— why shouldn’t he go there? Why .shouldn’t be 
see for the last time that woman who was to remain in his life, 
with the dry, parching memory of an ungratified dc.sire J 

At last, after a terrible minute’s stuggle, the hesitation very 
visible in the reed- like swaying of all that week body, he made 
a heroic decision, jumped into an open cab which was passing, 
and gave the club address. Never would he have had that 
courage without the oath to God taken in the morning during 
Mass; for that pusillanimous. Catholic-woman soul, this triu»',| 



THE NIGHT TRAIN 

phed over everything. At the club he found Sephora’s letter 
which cominunicated to him the fever with which she burnt' 
merely by the musk smell of the paper. The prince handed 
him^the other not^a^ few hurried, imploring phrases, in a 
handwriting which Tom s ledger had never known. But here 
Christian II., surrounded, sustained, obeerved felt himself 
stronger, being of those for whom the gallery forms an attitude 
He crumpled the letters in his pocket. The gilded youth were 
arriving still impressed by the story of the she-asses, related 
at length in a morning paper. The sheet circulated from 
hand to hand, and whilst reading it they all indulged in that 
SpateV^“^^’ belly-laugh of people who are utterly 

“Is there going to be some fun to-night inquired these 
young noblemen, as they absorbed sodas, the mineral waters 
of which the club kept a whole storeful. 

Seduced by their jovial mood, the King agreed to dine 
with them at the Cafe de I.ondres, not in one of the rooms— 
whose well-known hangings had often danced before their 
drunken eyes, whose mirrors bore their names, written, crossed 
mixed up like a wintry rime on the panes — but in the cellars^ 
those wonderful catacombs of barrels and bottles, stretching 
out underground their long lines of bins, marked with porcelaif 
kbles, as far as the Opera Comique. All the vintages of 
France slept there. The table had been laid at thi end 
among the Chateau Yquem-Wattelet's idea, who wanted to 

distinguish by an eccentric meal the departure of Christian II 
known only to himself and the prince. But the effect was 
missed by the dampness of the walls and ceilings, which soon 
chilled the guests, fatigued by the previous night. Queue-de- 
Pou e went to sleep and awoke by starts. Rigolo spoke little 
laughed, or pretended to, pulled out his watch every five 
minutes. Perhaps he was thinking of the Queen, who was 
bound to be frightened by the delay. 

At desert, some women came— diners at the Cafe de 
Londres— who, knowing the Princes were below, left their 
tables and directed by the waiters carrying candelabras 
crept into the cellais, skirt on arm, with little cries, frightened 
airs. Nearly all were decolletees. After five minutes they 
coughed, grew pale, shivered on the gentlemen's knees who 
themselves were at least sheltered by their turned-up coat 
collars. Enough to_ give them all consumption," as one of 
them said, more fragile or less dare-devil than the others. It 
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was decided to go and take coffee upstairs in the saloons, and 
during the move, Christian vanished. It was hardly nine 
His brougham was waiting at the door. 

“Avenue de Messine/’ he said in a low voice tppH 
clenched. 

It had just taken him like a madness. During the wholf 
dinner, he had seen only her— her— breathing in his possessor 
of her in the naked flesh of the women \vho touched him 
Oh ! to seize that woman completely in his arms, to be nt 
longer the dupe of her tears, of her prayers ! 

“Madame is out.” 

It was a cold douche on a brazier. Madame was out! 
He put no more questions, and, suddenly sobered, realised 
the bottomless abyss into which he had nearly fallen— a per- 
.jurer to God, traitor to the crown ! The little rosary was 
under his burning fingers. He dribbled out Aves in thanks, 
givings, whilst the prriage rolled towards Saint-Mande 
through the fantastic views and nocturnal terrors of the wood.' 

“The King !” exclaimed Elysee, who was watching at the 
drawing-room windows, and saw the two lamps of the 
brougham flash into the courtyard. The King ! It was the 
first word uttered since dinner. AH faces cleared up as by 
magic, tongues were loosened. The Queen herself, notwith- 
standing her seeming calm, her strength of character, could 
not restrain a cry of joy. She had imagined everythirig lost 
Christian detained by that woman, abandoning his friends’ 
disgracing himself for ever. And there was no one around 
her, during those three mortal hours of waiting, who had not 
had the same thought, who was not disquieted in the same 
way, even to little Zara, whom she had kept up, and who 
understanding the anguish, the drama of that silence, withorf:' 
venturing one of those que.stion.s, so cruel, so fateful, which a 
child utters m a loud voice, had sheltered himself behind the 
leaves of a big album, whence his pretty head suddenly arose 
at the announcement of the King, a face bathed with streaming 
tears, which had been flowing silently during an hour. Lateb 
when asked about his great grief, he admitted he was so 
despairing because he feared the King would go away without 
kissing him. Loving little soul to whom this young, witty, 
smiling father seemed a big, rollicking brother, a big, fascina; 
ting brother,_who, however, distressed their mother. j 

rpt. voice was heard, curt and hurried, giving ofdeo* 

Then he went up into his room, and five minutes aftiir 
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appeared equipped for the voyage in a small hat with a 
coquettish buckle and blue band, neat-fitting gaiters like a 
pside tourist in Wattelefs pictures. The monarch, neverthe^. 
Jess, penetrated beneath the dandy-— the air of authority ■' 
greatness, the ease of figuring nobly in every possible situation^j 
He approached the Queen, murmured some excuses for bia 


Still pale with emotion, she whispered to him : - ' 

“If you had not come, I intended to go with Zara to take 
your place ” ^ 


^ He well kiiew she did not lie, saw her for a moment ^ 
child on aim, amid bullets, just as on the balcony during their 
fearful scene, and the little one sheltering his beautiful eyes 
resigned to death. Without answering, he carried Frederique^s 
hand to his lips fervently 5 then, with an impetuous, youthful 
impulse, drew her towards him : 


“Forgive me I— forgive me 

Forgive ! The Queen would have been quite capable oiT 
it,^ but she noticed at the door of the saion^ ready to off 
with his master, Lebeau, the rascally valet, the confident of 
his pleasures and treasons ; and all at once a dreadful idea, 
came to her, while she gently freed herself : ; 

/‘If he lied — if he were not going j” 

Christian guessed it, and, turning'to Meraut • 

“You will accompany me to the station. Sarny wilTbrin# 
you back/ ? 


• Yhen, as the time. was short, he hastened the adieux said 

pleasant vyord to each, to Boscovich, to the ’ Marquise ’ took 
Zara on his knee, spoke^ to him ofthe expedition he was 
engaged in to lecover his kingdom, bidding him never to give 
the Queen cause for pain, and if he did not see his father 
again, to remember he died for his country, dbing his duty as 
■a king -a little speech a la Louis XIV., really quite well 
.tqrned, to which the little prince listened gravely, somewhat 
.diseoncerted by the seriousness of the words coming from a 
mouth which he had always seen smiling. But Christian was 
the creature of the present moment, of an excessive vacillation 
and fickleness, now absorbed in his departure, in the hazards 
of the expedition, and more touched than he wanted to appear 
'which very soon demolished the tender mood of the last 
minute. He waved an “Adieu ! adieu to everybody with 
a deep bow to the Queen, and left. ’ . 
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Verily, if Elysee Meraut had not known the happening ia 
the royal’ household for the last three years, worried by 
Christian II.’s weaknesses, shameful cowardices, he would have 
been unable to recognise the Rigolo of the Grand Club in the 
heroic and proud prince who laid before him his plans, his 
political views, so wide and so broad, as they were driving 
rapidly to the Gare de Lyon. 

While Lebeau took the tickets, registered the luggage, 
they strolled up and down the big waiting-room, and, in the 
solitude of this departure by night, the King could not help 
thinking of Sephora, of the tender good-byes at the Gape 
Saint-Lazare. Under the impression of these memories, a 
woman passing drew his glance : the same figure, a touch of 
that firm and coquettish walk. 

Poor Christian, poor king in his own despite ! 

Here he is at last in a carriage, whose door Lebeau holds 
open — an ordinary carriage, so as not to invite suspicions. He 
throws himself in a corner, in a hurry to be finished with it, to be 
at a distance. This slow separation is very painful to him. The 
engine whistles, the train moves, stretches to its full length, 
dashes noisily over bridges, through the sleeping suburbs 
studed with long lines of lamps, plunges into the open country, 
Christian II. breathes again ; he feels strong, safe, sheltered; 
he would almost hum an air if he were alone in his carriage, 
But at the opposite window, a little shadowy figure in black 
shrinks modestly in the corner, with the manifest idea of 
avoiding notice. It is a woman. Young? old? ugly? 
pretty ? The King — a matter of habit — casts a glance, 
Nothing budges but the two wings of a little toque, which 
turn back, have the look of folding for sleep. “She is asleep; 
let's do like her." He stretches himself out, wraps himself in 
a rug, looks out vaguely at the confused silhouettes of trees 
and bushes, woolly in the shadow, which seem to throw 
themselves on each other as the train passes the signal posts, 
the clouds wandering wildly in a warm sky ; and his eyelids 
become heavy, are about to close, when he feels on his face the 
caress of soft hair, lowered eyelashes, a breath of violets, two 
lips murmuring on his lips : 

“Naughty 1 — ^without saying good-bye 1" 

Ten hours after, Christian II. awoke to the boom of 
common, to the blinding light of a beautiful country seen 
tempered by murmuring verdure. He was just dreaming that 
at the head of his troops and under a storm of grapeshot, be 
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from the harbour of Raeusa 

very marrow melting in a delicious fatigue Whaf Kori* 

SKTuL g» ° at S'alS 

green tops you could see rk?n?inTh?blue !^Se' cm ca^ 
from artillery practice. And the living reality the visi°We £nd 

S'f ‘h' eteLlrtSn^dtk 

She saw in the mirror the King's admirine e^rateful Inrtl- 
and replied to it without stirring, without turnfng^bv a tender 

SSltll •'« P'"- aen be^!: Sg 

^<- 1 ^ l^ome to reassure my people,” she said 

^ ®Sram given, the waiter gone, relieved of 
an anxiety she opened the window to the white sun which 
pared m hke water froa. a slate. -HeaveasT h ™ stlt 

She^l^iohp^^- ®^g® of the bed near her lover 

bhe laughed : she was wild with delight at beinsr in thA 

TheThkftfme^'tilf this wondfrful day. 

they had time— till the night tram which had brought them 

and would carry off Christian the next night • ioFLebea^^ 

continuing his journey, was to warn Hezeta afd his gemleSn 

wm!i?h put off a day. The amorous Slfv him™df 

ould have liked to have drawn the great curtains over 
happiness he would have made last till the final hour till the 
final minute. Women, however, are more ideahstk 
immediately after lunch, a hired landau carried them through 
Ae splendid avenues, brodercd with regular lawns with trees 
ip quincunces that make the forest open like a Versailles park 

superb, savage sites. It^was’ 
the first time they went out together, and Christian revelled 

deih ^“d of 

_1 hey drove under huge arches of verdure, where fdl the 
foliagre of the beeches, light, motionless, barely pierced b^a 
distant^sun, in terraces of an antediluvian development. Be 

neath the shelter, without other horizon than the profile" of a 

beloved woman, without other memory or desire than her 
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caresses, the Slaves poetic nature expanded. Oh ! to live there 
together, quite by themselves, in a small keeper*s lodge, with 
moss and thatch outside, and inside a luxurious nest ! He 
wanted to know since when she had loved him, what impression 
he had made the first time. He translated to her poetry of 
his country, rhythemed with light kisses on her neck, on her 
eyes •, and she listened, pretended to understand, to respond, 
her eyelids closing, sleepy from her broken night. 

Eternal discord of love duets ! Christian wanted to bury 
himself in solitary, unexplored parts ; Sephora sought out the 
famous spots, the labelled curiosities of the forest ; she hoped 
thus to escape the boring and monotonous love song. 

Now they followed a dark alley, with impenetrable shade; 
with deep, wet ruts, on either side rows of trees, like the pillars 
of a cathedral, forming silent naves, where was heard the step 
of a deer, the fall of a golden leaf. An immense sadness fell 
from those heights, those branches without birds, sonorous and 
empty as deserted houses. Christian, always 4morous, as the 
day grew on, coloured his passion with a note of melancholy 
and of mourning. He related how before setting off he had 
made his will, and what emotion he had felt at those words^ 
siritten in the fulness of life, which belonged to the yonder 
dew of the grave* 

"Yes, it's very tedious ” said Sephora, like somebody thi% 
king of something else. 

But he thought himself so beloved, he was so used to being: 
loved, that he paid no attention to her abstraction. Me even, 
comforted her beforehand, in case of an accident, mapped out 
for her a scheme of life ; she would have to sell the hotels retire 
to the country, where she could live with her memories of hira 
—all delightfully fatuous, and and sincere, for he felt in 
t his heart a farewell sadness which he took for presentiments 
pf death. And in a low voice, their hands twined together, 
he spoke to her of a future life. He wore round his neck a 
'small medal of the Virgin, which never left him ; he unloosed 
it for iier. You may fancy how happy Sephora was ! 

Presently appeared an artillery camp. They saw, through 
the trees, rows of grey tents, light smoke, horses unbridled, 
hobbled for the night, giving the Kiug\s ideas another direction. 
The coming and going of uniforms, the fatigue parties, all that 
activity in the open air, with a setting sun, that consolif 
aspect 'Of soldiers,. in the held, reawoke the instincts ofS 
.nomadip an^ warrior ■ race. , The carriage, rolling ow the’ 
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•0f the vast avenue, drew the attention of the soldiers, busied 
with pitching the tents or making soup ; they laughingly 
stared at the swell and his pretty girl as they passed, and 
Christian would have liked to speak to them, harangue them, 
A bugle sounded, others responded. Before an oflScer’s tent, 
a little apart from the others, a beautiful Arab horse, with 
dilated nostrils, flowing mane, pranced, neighing at the warlike 
sounds. The Slav's eyes glittered. Ah ! what a fine life in 
a few days, the stout blows he was going to bestow ! But what 
a pity Lebeau, going on to Marseilles, had taken the luggage ; 
he would so much have liked her to see him in his lieutenant- 
generaPs costume ! And working himself into excitement, he 
imagined the gates of the town forced, the Republicans routed, 
his triumphal entry into Ley bach through the beflagged streets. 
She should be there, by the living God ! He would send for 
her, install her in a splendid palace at the gates of the town. 
They would go on seeing each other as freely as in Paris. 
Sephora did not make much answer to those fine plans. No 
•doubt she would have preferred to keep him to herself, all to 
herself ; and Christian admired her for that silent self-sacrifice, 
which well suited her rank as the King's mistress. 

Ah! how he loved her, and how quickly that evening 
passed at the Hotel du Faisan, in their red room ;■ the large 
light curtains fallen upon a summer evening, such as there is in 
a small town, sparsely lit, buzzing with conversations before 
'the doors, amid the noise of passers-by soon dispersed at the 
sound of the drums and the bugles ! What kisses, what mad- 
nesses, passionate vows that went to rejoin the kisses and vows 
of the previous night 1 Deliciously exhausted, pressing close 
against each other, they listened to the strong beating of their 
hearts, while the warm wind shook the curtains after murmur- 
ing in the trees, and a fountain played, as in an Arabian patio ^ 
in the centre of the little garden of the hotel, where the red 
and flickering office lamp was the only thing awake., 

One o’clock. He must be off. Christian dreaded it, that 
wrench of the last minute, believing that he would have to 
contend against the entreaties and caresses, that he would have 
to summon up all his courage. Sephora, however, was ready 
before him, wanted to accompany him to the station, less 
careful of her love than of her loyal lover's honour. If he 
could have hej^rd the “ouf” she uttered, the cruel girl, when^ 
alone on the platform, she saw the two green eyes of the train 
winding away afar off j if he could have known how glad s6ti 
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was to go and end the night at the hotel alone, whilst, as the 
empty omnibus rattled her over the old pavement of Fontaine- 
bleau, she said to herself cooly, pure of any love emotion • 
Provided Tom has done the needful !" 

Most certainly the needful was done; because, on the 
arrival of the train at Marseilles, Christian II , on alighting 
from the carriage, his little valise in his hand, was very sur- 
prised to see a flat, silver- braided cap approach him, and beg 
him most politely to step into his office a moment. ’ * 

“What for ? Who are you f asked the King very loudly. 
The flat cap informed him : 

“Government commissary 1” 

In the officer Christian discovered the prefect of Marseilles 
a former journalist, with a red beard, a lively and clever face.’ 

“I am sorry to inform your Majesty that your voyage stops 
here," observed the latter in a tone of exquisite politenesl 
My government could not permit a prince on whom France 
bestows her hospitality, to profit by it in order to conspire 
and arm against a frendly country.” ^ 

The King wanted to protest. But the smallest details of 
the expedition were known to the prefect. 

“You were to embark at Marseilles ; your companions at 
Cette on a. Jersey steamer. The place of dfsembarkation was 
the shore of Gravosa ; the signal two rockeus, one from the 
ship, the other on land. You see we are well informed. They 
are also at Ragusa ; and I am saving you from a reguW 


Christian II.. dumfoundered, asked himself who could have 
betrayed secrets known only to him.self, the Queen, Hezeta, 
and one other, whom he was certainly very far from suspecting 
Ihe prefect smiled in his fair beard. 

. monseigneur, you have to do the best for yourself 
It IS a misfire. You will be luckier another lime, and more 
c^tious too. Now I beg your Majesty to accept the shelter I 
otter you at the prefecture. Anywhere else you would be thi 
curiosity. The affair is known in the town.’^ 
Christian did not at once reply. He looked round this 
^ armchair, green portfolio.s, an 

‘"apK, this miserably 
Aourgeoms cotmr, in which his heroic dream and the last 

tieen destroyed. It 

ioS than mountain 

tops, and descending almost at once on a peasant's hut, the 
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poor balloon deflated, like a bundle of gummed canvas, under 
a stable roof. 

At last, however, he accepted the invitation ; found a.t the 
prefect’s a genuinely Parisian home, a charming wife, an 
excellent musician, who, dinner ended, after a chat in which 
they discussed all the topics of the day, sat down to the piano> 
and ran through some new songs. She had a nice voice, sang 
very pleasantly, and gradually Christian drew near, talked 
music and opera. The ''Echoes of Illyria*' was lying on the 
musicstand between the "Reine de Saba*' and the Par- 

fumeuse.*' She asked him to show her the movement, the 
colour of the songs of his country. Christian II. hummed some 
popular airs. • 

And while, leaning against the piano, pale, fascinating, 
he affected the sad tones and poses of an exile, away 
yonder on the Illyrian sea, about whose billows tipped with 
snow, and banks indented with cactus the "Echoes** sang, a fine 
and enthusiastic body of young men, whom Lebeau had neg- 
lected to warn, rushed joyously towards death to the cry of : 
"Long live Christian II. !*' 


G/iaphr (Sfeven 
CONDEMNED TO DEATH 

"'My Dear Wife,— We have just been taken back to the 
citadel of Ragusa, Monsieur de Hezeta and I, after a sitting 
of ten hours in the theatre of the Corso, where sat the council, 
of war appointed to try us. We have been unanimously con- 
demned to death. 

"I may tel you I prefer it so At least now we know where 
we are, and we are no longer in strict confinement. I read 
your letters, I can write to you. That silence |was stifling me. 
To know nothing of you, of my father, of the King, whom I 
thought killed, the victim of some ambuscade ! Happily his 
Majesty has escaped at the price 6f a melancholy failure and 
the loss of some loyal servants. Things might be worse for us. 

"The papers — is it not so ? — must have told you how things 
turned out. The King's counter- order not having reached us, 
by some incredible fatality, at seven TM. we found ourselves 
to leeward of the islands at the rendezvous — Hezeta and I on 
deck, the others in the cabin, all armed, equipped, your pretty 
little cockade in our hats. We cruise about two hours— thre^ 
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hours. Nothing to be seen but the fishing boats or those big 
feluccas of the coasting trade. Night comes, and at the same 
time a sea-fog very incommoding for our meeting with Chris- 
tian II. After a long wait, we come to the conclusion that his 
Majesty’s steamer has perhaps passed near without seeing us 
and has anchored inshore. Just then, behold ! ; from the bank 
’where they were to expect our signal, a rocket goes np into 
the sky. That meant : 'Land P No more doubts, the King is 
there. Let us go and join him. 

^ "Owing to my knowledge of the country — I have so often 
shot wild duck in those parts — I commanded the first sloop, 
Hezeta the second. Monsieur de Miremont had the third 
with the Parisians. We were all Illyrians in my boat, so our 
^hearts beat quickly. It was our country we had before us, that 
black coast climbing in the fog, ending in a small red light, 
Jthe revolving light ofGravosa. All the same the silence onshore 
surprised me; nothing but the waves breaking — a long, rippling 
noise, without that mysterious sound of a crowd, in which is 
'always heard a clattering of arms, a panting of held breaths. 

" 'I see our men f said Sangiorgio in a whisper, near mb. 

"We observed on landing that what we took for the King^s 
volunteers were clumps of cactus, of Barbary fig-trees planted 
in rows on the bank. I go forward. Nobody. But signs of 
I trampling, furrows in the sand. I said to the Marcjuis : ‘Ihere’s 
something wrong. Lefs re-embark.'’ Unfortunately the 
Parisians arrived. And to keep them back 1 There they were, 
(Scattering about the shore, rummaging in the bushes, the thU 
ckets. All at once, a line of fire, a crackling of musketry 
They shout : ‘Treason ! treason 1 to the sea !’ They rush to 
the boats — a regular panic of animals, packed together, itiad- 
■dened, jostling. There was a moment of wia:tched panic, lit 
'up by the moon, which rose and showed ns our Iinglish sailors 
iTOwing off as hard as possible to the steamer. But that did not 
last long. Plezeta was the first to dash forward, revolver in 
hand : 'Avanti ! Avanti V What a voice ! line whole shore 
echoed with it. We follow him. P'ifty against an army! 
‘There was nothing but to die. All our men did .^o with great 
courage. Fozzo, de Melida, the little de Soris, who was in 
love with you last year, Henri de Trcldque, who shouted to me 
jin the scuffle : T say, Herbert, we want the guzlas and Jean 
de Vellko, who, whilst thrusting with his sword, sang the 
fp-odoitza* with all his lungs— all have fallen ; I saw them on 
Sie beach, lying on the sand and gazing at the sky* Theri the 
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fising tide probably came and swallowed them up, those fine 
dancers in our ball ! Less luckly than our comrades, the mar- 
quis and I, the only survivors of that hail of bullets, were taken, 
bound, carried to Ragusa on mulesback, your Herbert howling 
with powerless rage, while HezQ;ta said, very calmly : ‘It was 
fatal. I knew it Curious man ! How could he know we 
should be betrayed, delivered up, received on landing with 
grapeshot ^ and if he knew, why did he lead us into it f Any. 
how, the stroke has failed, it is a job to be done over again 
with more precaution. 

“I understand now, through your dear letters, which I can- 
not weary of reading and rereading, the reson 'for the delay 
pf our trial, of those promenades of lawyers in the citadel, that 
haggling about our two lives, those ups and downs, those wait- 
ings. The wretches were treating us as hostages, hoping that 
the King, who refused to abdicate the throne for millions, 
would yield when the lives of two royal servants were in ques- 
tion. And you are exasperated, my da;rling, you are amazed,’ 
being blinded by your tenderness, that ray' father did not say 
•a word in favour of his son. But could a Rosen commit such 
a cowardice ? He does not love me the less, poor old man, 
and my death will be fearful blow to him As for our. sove- 
feigns, whom you accuse of cruelty, we cannot judge them, as 
we have not that high standpoint which serves them to govern 
men. They have duties, rights, apart from the common rule. 
Ah ! what beautiful things Meraut told you about it ] Myself, 
j 1 can feel, but not express them. My jawbone is too heavy. 
How often that has bothered me in regard to you, whom I love 
so well, to whom 1 have never been able to say it properly ! 
Even here, separated by so 'many leagues and so many big iron 
bars, the thought of your pretty, grey, Parisian eyes, your 
naughty mouth beneath your little nose, which frowns to rally 
pie, intimidates me, paralyses me. 

/"And still, before leaving you for ever, I must try and make 
you understand that I have never loved anyone but you in the 
world, that life began for me that day I first knew you. You 
iremember, Colette f It was in the shops of the Rue Royale, 
at Tom Levis''s, We were supposed to be there by chance. 
You tried a piano ; you played. You sang something very 
lively which, I know uot why, made me want to cry on the 
Spot I was in love Eh? Who would have thought it? 
A marriage # h ^Parisienne^ a marriage through an agendy; 
become a I6ve Tnarriage ! And since then, in the world, in no 
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world, have I found a woman so seductive as my Colette. Sq 
you may be easy, you have always been in my heart, even 
when absent ; the thought of your pretty face kept me in good 
humour. I would laugh when thinking of it, quite by myself 
It’s true that you have always inspired me with that feeling, 
a desire to laugh affectionately. Well, at this moment, our 
position is terrible, especially in the way in which we are made 
to release it Hezeta and I are en chapdle ; that is to say, iir 
the little cell, with white-washed walls, an altar has been raised 
for our last Mass, a coffin has been put before each bed, and on 
the walls are hung cards on which is written : ‘Dead — Dead? 
Nevertheless, my room appears cheerful to me. I escape those 
funereal threats by thinking of my Colette, and when I raise 
myself up to our grated window, this wonderful country, the 
road decending from Ragusa to Gravosa, the aloes, the cactus 
against the blue sky and sea, all remind me of our wedding 
trip: the Corniche road between Monaco and Monte Carlo^ 
and the tinkle of the mule bells, bearing along our happiness, 
tinkling and joyous as itself. Oh j my little wife ! how pretty 
you were, dear traveller, with whom I should have liked to 
journey a longer time. 

‘‘You see that your image remains and triumphs over all, 
on the threshold of death, in death itself; for I 
lintend to keep it on my breast as a scapulary, down there, at 
the harbour, where we are to be led in a few hours ; and it will 
enable me to fall smiling. So, my beloved, don*t grieve tod 
much. Think of the little one ; think of the child who is 
about to be born. Keep yourself for him, and when he can 
understand, tell him I died like a soldier, erect, with two names 
on my lips — the name of my wife and that of my King. 

“1 should have liked to leave you a souvenir of the last 
moment, but I have been robbed of every jewel, watch^ 
wedding ring, and pin. I have nothing but a pair of white 
gloves I intended for the entry into Ragusa. I shall presently 
put them on to honour my execution ; and the chaplain of the 
prison has promised me to send you them afterwards. - 

“Well, adieu, my darling Colette. DonT cry. Itell youj 
that, and for myself the tears are blinding me. Comfort my 
father. Poor man j he who always scolded me for coming 
late for the orders. I shall come no more now 1 Good'-bye* 
Good-bye. Still, I had so many things to tell you. But nc| 
I must die. What a fate } Good-bye, Colette/' 

*jHeebert DS Rosen* 




A denouement 
“You have still one course left, sire !” 

“Speak, my dear Meraut. I am ready for anythine ” 
Meraut hesitated to reply. What he was going to say 
seemed to him too serious, truly out of place, in that billiard- 
W where the King had brought him to play a game after 
lunch. However, the singular irony that presides over the 
destiny of dethroned sovereigns had decreed that the fate of 
the royal race of Hlyria should be decided there, before the 
green cloth on _ which the balls rolled, with an ominous and 
hollow rumble in the silence and mourning of the house at 

o3(in t*“Xvx 3irio6* 

Well ?" asked Christian II, stretching out to reach the 

ball. 


'^Well ! Monseigneur ** 

He waited till the King had finished his cannons till 

Councillor Boscovich had piously marked them up, to go’ on 

with a shade of embarrassment : ' 

“The people of Illyria are like all peoples, sire. They love 
success, strength, and Fm afraid the disastrous result of oub 
last enterprise ” 


The King turned, his cheeks red : 

“Tasked you for the truth, my dear fellow ; no good trying 
to fob me off with that sort of stuff.” 

“^ire, you must abdicate,” said the Gascon brutally. 
Christian gazed at him in stupor. 

“Abdicate what ? I’ve got nothing. A nice present to 
make to my son. I believe he’d prefer a new velocipede to 
the vague promise of a crown at his majority ” 

Meraut quoted the example of the Queen of Galicia. She 

too had abdicated in favour of her son during their exile : and 
if Don Leonce was on the throne to-day. he owed it to that 

abdication. 


Eighteen to twelve P’ cried Christian sharply. ^‘Councillor. 
youVe not marking/' 

Boscovich leapt like a frightened hare and dashed to the. 
board while the King, his whole body, his whole mind tense 
was absorbed in a marvellous break. Elysee looked at him 
and his Royalist faith was put to a rough test in the presenca 
ofthattypeof backbonekss dandy, vanquished ingloriously^ 
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his thin neck showing in his low cut flannel jacket, his eyes 

mouth, nostrils still coloured with the jaundice from which h 
had scarcely recovered, and which had kept him in bed near!} 
a month. The disaster at Gravosa, the sinister end of all 
those young men, the dreadful scenes which the trial of Herbeii 
and Hezeta had caused at Saint Mande, Colette dragging 
herself on her knees before her former lover to win mercy foj 
her husband, those days of arigiiish, of waiting, his ear beni 
towards the horrible platoon- fire which lie secrnexi to be order 
ing himself, and, in addition, money worries, Pichery's firsi 
bills coming due, that piling-up of evil fortime, without getting 
the better of the Slav’s indifference, had yet liit him physically 
He stopped after his biaaik, and, chalking his cue raosl 
carefully, inquired of Meraiit, without looking at him : 

‘'What says the Queen about this notion of abdicating! 
Have you spoken to her 

“The Queen thinks like myself, sire.’* 

‘‘Ah!” he rejoined drily, with a slight start. 

Eccentticity of the human })eing ! 'That woman, whon 
lie did not love, whose distrustful c(>lc!iiess and clear glancf 
he feared, that woman whom he rt*f)roached with treating hiir 
too much like a king, overwhelmed by her perpetual reminder' 
‘bf hi.^ duties and his prerogatives, hv. was now angry with hei 
for no longer believing in him, for ahaiuioriirig him forth 
benefit of the child. He felt, not a hurt to his love, but one 
-of those stabs that make one cry out, the chill from a friend’s 
betrayal, a confidence lost. 

“And you, Boscovich, what do \’oii think of it he said 
suddenly, turning to his councillor, whose smooth, anxious 
countenance imitated his master’s convulsively. 

The botanist made a slight Italiari pantomime gesture, i 
arms open, his head buried in bis shoulders, a dumb “C/i/ i 
" :s^a F* so timid, so little compromising, that the King could no! 
help laughing. 

“On the advice of our council,’^ he banten^d, in nasal tones, 
“we shall abdicate when we arc wanted 

Thereupon, his Majesty went f>n again striking the balls 
enthusiastically, to the great despair of ivlvsec, who burned to 
go and announce to the Queen the sui:cc?ss of a negotiation 
she had not wished to carry on hersedf ; for this phantonij 
king still imposed on her, and it was only in trembling tball 
s%e raised her hand to that crown he no longer %vanted. 

'The abdication took place some time later* The head olj 
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of the^dvil and military establisKment stoically suggested the 
splendid galleries of the Hotel Rosen for the ceTemony. to- 
which It IS customary to give the greatest solemnty, authen^ 

disaster of Gravosa was still too 

fresh for those reception-rooms, filled with echoes of the last 

festivity ; It would have truly been too melancholy and of 5 
augury for the coming reign. So it was agreed to gather S 
Saint-Mande some noble Illyrian and French families whose 
signatures were necessary at the foot of a deed of such im! 
portcincG. 

f 11 carriages began to arrive, the rings at the belf 

Mowed each other, while, on the large carpets rolled down, 
from the door to the bottom of the perron, the guests ascended 
^owly received at the entrance of the drawing-room by the- 
Duke de Rosen, buttoned up in his general’s uniform, wearing 
round his neck,over his crosses, the broad ' cordon of Illyria^ 
which he had laid aside without a word when he learnt the 
scandal about the wig-maker, Biscarat, wearing the very same- 

insignia over his Figaro’s vest. Round his arm,on his swS- 
^'•n ^ > “O'"® significant 

still than the crape,a senile shaking of the head, an unconsi 

Clous way of continually saying, “No, no,” which he had kept 

since the terrible debate in his presence on the subject of 
savmg Herbert, a debate in which he had vigorusly refused 

to take part, in spite of Colette’s entreaties and the revolts of 

his paternal affection. It seemed as if his little, shaking' 
hawk- Ike skull was bearing the punishment of his inhuman 
refusal, and that he was condemned henceforth to say “no”^‘ 
to every impression, every feeling— life itslf— since nothing 
existed for him now, nothing could interest him after his son’s 
tragic end. 


Princess Colette was their also, wearing with much grace 
the mourning suited to her fair hair, a widowhood which was', 
diverted into a hope already visible in her heavier figure her 
slower walk. Even amid her sincere grief, her little dress- 
makers .soul, encumbered with futilities, uncorrected by the 
sci/erity of fate, found, thanks to the child, a crowd of coquet- 
tish, frivolous vanities to gratify. The ribbons, the laces the 
superb trousseau, which she was having embroidered with aiji 
original monogram under her princely crown, served as a di*j- 

be called. Wanceslas 

or Witold, Wilhemine if it was a girl, but very .certainly ita- 
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name would begin with a “W,” because it is an aristocratic 
letter, pretty to work on linen. 

She was explaining her plans to Madam de Silvis, when 
the door opened to its fullest extent for the announcement 
preceded by a blow from a halberd, of the Princes and PrincI 
esses de Trebique, de Soris, the Duke de Sangiorgio the 
Duchess de Melida, Counts Pozzo, de Miremont, de Veliko 
It was like a death roll, proclaimed in a loud voice, returned 
by a resonant echo from the bloody beach, of all the young 
victims fallen at Gravosa. And the most terrible thing of all 
what would give the ceremoney a disastrous and funereal’ 
aspect, despite the precautions taken, the sumptuous livery 
the elaborate hangings, was that all Ihe new-comers were in 
deep mourning, with black dresses and gloves 
smothered in those woolen stuffs, so dreary to look at, which 
have an imprisoning effect on women's walk and gestures • 
the mourning of old people, fathers and mothers, gloomier, more 
heartrending, more unjust in its burden than any other, Manjr 
of them had come out for the first time since the catastrophe 
drawn from their solituted, their seclusion, by devotion to the 
dynasty. They straightened themselves up to enter, sum. 
moned up all their courage ; but as they looked at each’ other' 
sinister mirrors of the same sorrow, with bent heads, quivering 
contracted shoulders, they felt rising to their eyes the tears 
they saw , to their lips the sigh so hardly restrained at their 
side ; and soon a nervous contagion spread, filled the recep- 
tion-room with a long sigh broken by stifled cries, groans, 
Old Rosen alone did not weep, and raising his tall, inflexible 
figure, continued to nod implacably : “No, no ; he must die I* 

That evening, at the Cafe de Londres, his Royal High- 
ness the Prince d’Axel, who was invited to signe the abdica- 
tion, related he fancied he was assisting at a first-class burial 
all the family assembled, waiting for the corpse to be re- 
moved. 

“The King, gentlemen !” 

c- very pale, with a visibly careworn air, came in 

first, holding his son by the hand. 

The little prince showed a gravity which fitted him well 
enhanced by the black jacket and the trousers which he woi4 
for the first time with a certain pride, the serious gracefulness 
of a youth. 

Ihe Queen came next, very beautiful in a sumptuous 
mauye dress covered wiith lace, too sincere, likewise, to hide 
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her joy, which burst forth in the surrounding gloom like the 
brightness of her dress beside the mourning garments. She 
was so happy, so selfishly happy, that she did not bend for a 
rooment towards the sublime distresses that environed her, any 
more than she noticed in the quivering garden that fog on the 
panes, and the black of a November week, wandering in a low 
moist sky, full of fog and torpor. That day remained in her 
memory, luminous and warming. So true is it that everything is 
in us, and that the outward world is changed, is coloured by the 
thousand shades of our passions. Christian II. placed himself 
in front of the chimne}'-piece in the middle of the salon, with 
file Count de Zara on his right, the Queen on his left ; a little 
farther Boscovich, in his ermine, as aulic councillor, sitting at ,a 
small writing-table. Everyone in his place, the King began 
in a very low voice to say he was ready to sign his abdication, 
and to let his subjects know why. Next rose Boscovich, and^ 
in his little shrill voice, read Christian’s manifesto to the nation, 
the brief history in broad outlines of the early hopes of the 
reign, the disillusions, the misunderstandings that had 
followed, and finally the King’s resolution to retire from public 
affairs, and entrust his son to the generosity of the Illyrian 
people. * 

This short letter, in which the first of Elysee Meraut had 
left its mark in every word, was so badly read, like a tedious 
mechanical catalogue, that it allowed full time for reflecting 
wh^t absurdity there was in that abdication of an exiled 
prince, that handing over of powers which did not exist, of 
rights denied and misunderstood. The deed itself, then read 
by the King, was thus formulated : 

V Christian II., King of Illyria, Dalmatia, Grand Duke 
of Bosnia and Herzegovina, etc., etc., declare .that of my own 
will and without yielding to any foreign pressure, I leave anA 
tranjfer to my son, Charles Alexis Leopold, Cdunt de Goetz 
de Zara, all my political rights, reserving only over him my' 
civil rights as father and guardian.” 

At a sign from the Duke de Rosen, all those present appro- 
ached the table to sign. For a few moments, only a sound of 
shuffling feet, a rustling of stuffs, with waitings, pauses, 
produced by the ceremony, a scratching of heavy and trembling 
pens. Then the kissing hands began. 

Christian 11. began the ball and acquitted himself of that 
difficult task — the homage of a father to his son— kissed his 
fragile fingers with more intellectual graciousness than respect. 
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The Queen, on the other hand, had a passionate feelino* 
almost religious ; the protectress, the egg-hatcher, became tfe 
humble subject Then came Prince d’Axel’s turn, then of all 
the grand seigneurs, defiling in hieratical order, which the 
little King began to find very long, despite the charming 
dignity of his candid eyes, and his extended hand, a small 
veined hand, with the square nails of a child who is still play- 
ing, with rather large wrists, disproportioned during growing 
Ely see, a respecter of traditions, came up last to kiss hands 
As he was retiring, Frederiqiie, standing near her son, like the 
mother of young brides in vestries, to receive the last homages 
and smiles, said to him in an exultant, nervous, very low voice 
as he passed : ’ 

‘dt’s done 

There was in her intonation an almost ferocious fulness of 
joy Slid unspeakable relief. 

“It’s done — that is to say, the diadem safe from trafficks 
and soilings. She could now sleep, breathe, live, free from the 
continual apprehensions which announced to her catastrophes 
in advance, would have enabled her to say, at each fatal 
denouement i “I knew it.’’ Her son would not be disposse, 
ssed, her son would be king. 

As soon as the ceremony v/as over, the child’s nature took 
the upper hand, and Leopold V. darted joyfully to old Jeaa 
de Velico, to announce his great news : 

'‘You know, godfather, IVe got a pony— a pretty little 
pony, all to myself. The general will teach me to ride and also.’' 

Whilst they bent towards him with looks of adoration 
Christian, rather solitary, deserted, felt a strange, indefinable 
feeling, as of a lightening around his skull, the chill of his 
removed crown , his head felt positively light Yet he ha 
much desired that hour, erused, more than anything else, the 
responsibilities of his position. Then why this uneasiness,' this 
depression, now that he saw the shore flee before him ? 

'‘Well, my poor Christian, I believe youVe got your 
marmoset.’^ 

, It was the Prince d’Axel who coiisoled him, in his way, .Ja 
a very low voice, V. : 

“You're lucky, you are. I should he happy if the same 
thing happened to me, if I were freed from leaving this beauth 
ful Paris, in order to go and reign over my people of white- 
Stomached seals 

. He cotinued for a short time in the same tone, then theV^ 
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both disappeared, profiting by • the tumnlf- . 

the others The Queen sL them go out heard ?hrSf°^ 

rolling in the court, whose lis-ht whPPl« “ 4 . j Phaaetoa 
without passing over he? hefrt B?? whlf di? 

her now ? It was no longer the Kincr of tik • ‘latter to- 
ol Paris were taking from her A ff r' those women 

.injte of his it cl:'Maf“h'ad°rS 

to charge her mVal'y with ,1“^ '» her, 

the more active blood the comolefe iai^ oonvaiescence, 

mingled with dreamt Lvr^tmS w r”’‘>"“r 

change his feeling. He excused t-hA ^ bound to< 

aodf„lysawi„^whaThrhapt'era“S’,,r?'''‘^ ""'r 

thoosand designs ol Providence, on whom SttotTdi °l 

all fatiguing responsibility. ‘-atholics discharge 

. One day, at last, he dared to ask I ehf.a„ if fi,es 

rq?anEity?Sl?Ster'I d 

?Srrvt'iotn7&“”’'" 

Christian's senses were heated hv tfipm t- 1 - 

his bed on the spot, impatient to refute as 
" Me romance o( Fontainebleau. ^ 

ple“ant hti?a^tThet wtntb "t > 

W foreign agr„."har„‘;t ttn 'abLVrnrre tnv^T" 

SSnl-atvtrstphoSi iStIf 
Srt'd'i* ‘"'‘‘‘‘-ttS- 'wbSfTt 

^ the bottom of my throat.” Unhappy Tom Levis Lsted bJ 
his^own petard, inventor and vict^"^ of the gmnd Soke » 
^horas voyage to Fontainebleau particularly disquieted' 
lum. Several times he tried to return to the subiert w !u 

tes'Kf If “ f 

What s the matter with you, my poor Tom ? What rot?’ 
L? obliged to laugh also, understanding that thero 

4 between them but clownery, but bluffing and 

that Sephora s fancy, the fancy of a young girl for a clownt 
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would quickly cease if she believed him jealous, sentimental, 
verdant green like the rest of them. 

iyerily he was in pain, was bored at living far from her— 
'even Wfote verses. Yes, the man of the hansom, the imagi- 
native Narcisse, had discovered this consolation for his dis- 
quiets, a poem to Sephora, one of those queer lucubrations, 
scanned with pretentious ignorance, such as are confiscated at 
Mazas on the prishner’ table. Truly, if Christian II. had not 
fallen ill, Tom J. Levis would have. 

I leave you to imagine the joy which the clown and his 
fair wife felt at being "together again, at living together for 
some weeks. 

One afternoon the countess was getting ready to go to the 
Bois. Madame is ready, she and Tom are about to start. A 
last look In the mirror. “Come along.” Suddenly the hall 
door opens, the bell rings hurriedly. “The King !'’ And 
while the husband rushes into the dressing-room, with a 
terrible rolling of the eyes, Sephora runs to the window just 
in time to see Christian II. coming up the perron with a 
languishing air. He soars, he has wings. “How happy she 
will be !” he says to himself as he comes up. 

The fair one guesses there is something new ; prepares 
herself. As a beginning, she utters, as she sees him, a cry of 
surprise, of joyous emotion, falls into his arms, gets herself 
carried to a chair, before which he kneels. 

“Yes, I — it's me — and for ever." 

She looks at him with wide-open eyes, maddened with love 
and hope. And he, plunged, drowned in her gaze, exclaims : 

“It's done ; there is no longer a King of Illyria Nothing 
but a man who wants to spend his life in loving you." 

“It is too beautiful. I don’t dare to believe it.” 

“Well, read.” ^ 

She took the parchment, unfolded it slowly, i 

“So it’s true, my Christian, you have renounced ?” ; 

“Better than that." 

And whilst she ran through the text of the deed, he, stand- 
ing up, twisted his moustache, regarded Sephora with a tri-j 
umphant air ; then, finding that .she did not nnder.stand quite,: 
not quickly enough, he explained to her the difference between’ 
renunciation and abdication, and that he would be quite asj 
free, disengaged of duties and responsibilities, without involv! 
ing in any way his son’s future. But the money — but, they 
did not need so many millions in order to be happy. I 
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A DENOUEMENT 

She read no longer, listened to him, her mouth half open 
her prettyyteeth showing in a keen smile, as if she wished the’ 
better toseize what he was saying. She had nevertheless 
understood well ; oh yes ! saw very clearly the crumbling of 
all their ambitions and of the piles of louis already involved in 
the business the wrath of Leemans, of Pichery, of the whole 

band despoiled by that idiot's false manoeuvre. She reflected 

about so many useless sacrifices, about her last six months of 
killing life, dishertened by dissimulations and mawkishness, 
about her poor Tom, holding his breath even then in the 
dressing-room, whilst the fool in front of her expected an 
explosion of tenderness, assured of being loved, vanquishing 
irresistible, pulverising. It was so funny, with such complete 
such ferocious irony ! She got up, seized with a mad laughter’ 
an insulting and contemptuous laughter, which brought a quick 
red to her face, the stirred dregs of her coarse nature ; and 
passing in front of Christian, who was dumfoundered : "You-— 
jet out !’' she yelled at him, before she shut herself in her room 
irith triple bolts. 

Without a halfpenny, without a crown, without a wife 
vithout a mistress, he made a singular figure as he again went 
lown the stairs. 

G^apier ■Sj^£iri«en i 

THE LITTLE KING 

Oh 1 magic of words 1 as if there had been in those four 
stter of the word “King” a cabalistic force, as soon as he 
'as called no longer the Count de Zara, but King Leopold 

Merauts pupil was transformed. The painstaking child 
louldable as a small piece of soft wax, but without any 
jperiority of understanding, awoke, by a singular excess of 
Kcitement, and his bod}' was strengthened at his inward 
Iflame. His laziness of nature, his desire of stretching him- 
self, of lying in an arm chair whilst he was being read to, that 
need of hearing, of living on the thoughts of others, changed 
into an activity wich was no longer satisfied by the games of 
Ws age. Old General de Rosen, bent with age, had to find 
the strength to give him his first lessons in fencing, shooting 
'tiding ; and nothing could be more touching than to see 
every morning at nine, the ex-Pandour, in a blue coat, whip 
in hand, standing in a clearing of the park, widened into an 
arena, to go through his duties of a riding . master, with the 
^'r of an old Franconi, always respectful to the King whilst 
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correcting his pupiFs mastakes. The little Leopold trott 
galloped, serious and proud, attentive to the least words, wh 
the Queen looked on from the top of the stOJie steps, thi 
in a remark, a piece of advice : ""Hold yourself straight, sir 
give it its head " And some times, in order to make her 
better understood, she would run down, would add gesture 
words. How happy sh was on the day when, her horse re 
dating its step to that of the prince's pony, they ventured i 
the neighbouring wood, the child's silhouette overshadow 
by his mother's, who, far from feeling a mother's fears, vi 
rously urged on the animals, led the way for her son, took 1 
as far as Joinville in a gallop. She too was changed si 
the abdication. In the eyes of this superstitious believer 
Divine right thenceforth the title of protected the child. ] 
tenderness, as strong and deep as before, no longer show 
itself in outbursts of caresses j and though at night she alw 
came into his room, it was no longer to see Zara *‘put to b? 
to tuck him up in his bed. A valet de chambre had now 
charge of all that, as if Frederique feared to make her 
effeminate, to retard his character as a man by keeping ) 
with too gentle hands. She only came to him to say 
beautiful prayer, taken from the ‘‘Book of Kings,'’ wt 
Father Alphee had taught him : 

“Oh Lord, my God, Thou hast placed Thy servant on 
throne ; but I am only a child, knowing not how to guide i 
self, and charged with the guidance of the people Tou 1 
given unto me. Vouchsafe to me, O Lord, the necess 

wisdom and intelligence " 

The prince’s little voice would rise, firm and clear, tin] 
with authority, with a conviction which was touching if 
thought of his exile in the corner of a poor suburb far m 
from that hypothetical throne beyond the seas. But in 
eyes of Frederique her Leopold reigned already, and she | 
into her riightly kiss a humble pride, an indefinable adorat 
respect, which reminded Elysee, when he noticed this mix! 
of maternal dealings, of the old carols of his country, in wt 
the Virgin sings, whilst rocking Jesus in the stable : 

Thy servant, and Thou art my God," 

Some ^months passed like this, a whole winter sea? 
during which the Queen felt only one shadow over her s 
which had at last become clear, and it was Mcraut who ^ 
quite unconsciously the cause. By dreaming both the si 
dream, by mingling their glances and their souls, by go 
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together to the same goal in close union, they had established 
between them a familiarity, a community of thought and of 

life, which suddenly disquieted Frederique, without her know- 
ing exactly why. When alone with him she no longer let 
herselfgo, as formerly ; she was frightened at the place this 
stranger held in her most intimate decisions. Did she guess 
.the feelings that agitated him, that ardour, burning so close 
to her, more absorbing and dangerous every day ? A woman 
does not make mistakes in that. She would have wished to 
shelter herself, to recover herself again, but how ? In her 
trouble she had recourse to the guide, the adviser of the 
Catholic wife— to her confessor. 


When he was not wandering about the counfry for the 
purpose of his Royalist propaganda, it was Father Alphee who 
directed the Queen. To see the man was to recognise the 

Illyian priest, with his pirate face, 
the blood, the appearance, the features of one of the old 
Uscoques, birds of prey and storm, who swept the Latin seas. 
The son of a fisherman of the port of Zara, brought up among 
ter brushes and fishing nets, he was chosen one day by the 
rranciscans foi his pretty voice ; from cabin boy became a 
chorister, grew up at the convent, and was one of the heads 
of the Brotherhood ; but there remained in him a sailor’s 
impetuosity, and the tan of the sea on his skin which the 
chill of the cloi.ster stones had never been able to whiten i 
Moreover, neither bigoted nor over- particular, ready to draw ' 
his knife in case of need for the good cause, the monk when 
politics pressed, would despatch in a block in the morning all 
the orisons of the day, even those of the morrow, ^*in order to 
get on,” he would say seriously. Devoted in his loves as in 
his hates, he had vowed limitless admiration for the tutor he 
had introduced himself into the household. So, at the Queen’s 
first avowal of her troubles, her scruples, he pretended not to 
understand j then, when she insisted, he flew in to a temper 
spoke roughly to her as to an ordinary penitent, to some rich 
shopkeeper’s wife of Ragusa. 


Was she not ashamed to mix up such childishness in so 
noble a cause ? What did she complain of t> Had they been 
wanting in respect to her f What a wickedness to deprive 
oneself of this man whom God had certainly set in their way 
for the triumph of Royalty, because of excessive religious, 
scruples, or of some feminine coquetry [ and in his sailor 
language, his Italian emphasis, toned down by an artful priestly 
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smile, he added ' that one should not quarrel with the good 
mind which Heaven sends us. “We set the sail and forge 
ahead.” The most upright woman will always be weak in the 
presence of plausible arguments. Overcome by the monk’s 
casuistry, Frederique told herself she really could not deprive 
her son’s cause of such an auxiliary. It was for her to be on 
guard, to be strong. What did she risk ? She even managed 
to persuade herself she was mistaken about Elysec’s devotion 
about his enthusiastic friendship. The truth was — he loved 
her passionately. A strange, deep love, which he had thrust 
aside many times, but which had slowly returned by a round- 
about way, to be finally established with the invading despotism 
of a conquest. Up till then, Elysee Meraut had believed 
himself incapable of a tender sentiment. Sometimes, in the 
course of his royalist speeches in the Quartier Latin, some girl 
of Bohemia, without understanding a word of what he was 
talking, had fallen madly in love with him, for the music of his 
voice, the fire of his eyes, his idealistic forehead— the magnetic 
fascination of Magdalens for Apostles. He would smilingly 
bend down to her, pluck what was offered, enveloping in 
kindness and light-hearted affability the incorrigible contempt 
for women which is at the bottom of every southerner. For 
love to enter into his heart, it had to pass through his strong 
head ; and it was thus that his admiration for Frederique's 
haughty type, for her proud enduring of adversity, had in the 
long run become a veritable passion, a humble, discreet, hopeless 
passion, which was contented to burn at a distance, like a 
poor man’s taper on the lowest step of the altar. 

Life, however, went on, apparently the same, indifferent 
to such dumb dramas, and so came the first days of September. 
The Queen, enveloped in fine sunshine, harmonising well with 
• her cheerful mood, was taking a stroll after lunch, followed by 
the Duke, Elysee and Madame de Silvi.s who was the dame 
of honour in the place of the little princess. They followed 
her through the shady, ivy-bordered alleys, and the little 
English park, and she would turn nmnd as she walked to 
utter a word, a phrase, with the decided grace which did not 
diminish her feminine charm. She was particularly lively 
and gay that day. They had received that morning news 
from Illyria, relating to the excellent effect frroduced by the 
abdication, the popularity of the name of Leopold V. among ; 
the ^country people. Elysee Meraut was triumphant, ! 

“Didn't I tell you. Monsieur le Due, that they would go | 
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wild about their little King ? Childhood, you see, reawakens 
all their affections ; it is like a new religion which we have 
infused into them, with its simplicities, its fervours ” 

Pushing back his hair with his long hands, with a violent 
gesture peculiar to him, he dashed into one of his elegant 
improvisations which transfigured him, even as the weary Arab 
covering in rags on the ground would not be reco<^nised on 
horseback. 

“We're in for a dose.” whispered the Marquise, with an 
air of boredom, whilst the Queen, in order to hear better sat 
down on the edge of a path, in the shade of a weeping ash. 
The others stood respectfully round her ; but little by little 
the audience thinned. Madame de Silvis was the first to retire, 
ostensibly to protest, as she never missed doing j the duke was 
wanted for some business connected with his office. 

They were alone. Elysee did not perceive it, and conti- 
nued his discourse, standing in the sun which lighted up his 
noble, excited face, like the regularities of a hard stone. He 
was handsome then, with a fascinating, irresistible beauty of 
understanding, which struck Frederique too suddenly for her 
to conceal her admiration. Did he see it in her green eyes ? 
Did he receive in return the shock which an extremely keen 
feeling experienced close at hand communicates to us f At 
first he stammered, stopped short, all trembling ; cast on the 
bent head of the Queen, on her golden hair, a long look, bur- 
ning like an avowal. Frederique felt this flame running over 
her like a sun, more blinding, more disquieting than the other 
sun, but she had not the strength, to turn away. And when, 
frightened at the words that were coming to his lips, Elysee 
quickly tore himself away from her, it seemed to her, all pene- 
trated as she was by the man, by his magnetic power, that 
life was suddenly leaving her ; she felt a sort of moral swoon- 
ing and remained there on that bench, fainting, crushed. 
Lilac shadows were hovering over the gravel of the winding 
alleys. The water trickled over the edges of the fountain, 
as if refreshing the beautiful summer afternoon. Nothing was 
heard in the flowering garden but a far-spread murmur of 
wings and in.sects, above the perfumed flowers and the dry 
crackle of the little prince’s carabine, who was shooting at the 
end of the park, near the wood. 

Amid this silence, the Queen recovered herself, first of all 
in a movement of anger, of revolt. She felt herself outraged 
by that look. Was it possible? Was she not draeaming ? 
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She the proud Frederique, who, in the brilliancy of court fetes 
fliad once disdained so much homage, and from the noblest the 
toost illustrious of men ; she, who guarded so loftily the pride 
of her heart, yield it to a nobody, to this son of the people ! 
Tears of pride burnt her eyes • and in the trouble of her 
thoughts, a prophetic phrase of old Rosen sounded in her 
ears : 

"The Bohemia of exile.'^ Yes exile alone, with its dis^ 
honouring promiscuities, had enabled this underling — but 
even as she overwhelmed him with contempt, the memory 
of services rendered assailed her. What would have become 
of them without him f She recalk d the emotion of their first 
meeting, how she had felt herself live again as she listened 
to him. Since then, whilst the King went about his pleasure 
who had taken the direction of their destinies, repaired the 
the blunders and the crimes ? And the unwearying devo 
tion of each day so much talent, energy, all the fine genius 
he had applied to task of self-sacrifice without profit 
without glory ! The result was the little King, a real king* 
of whom she was so proud, the future master of Illyria. Then’ 
overcome by an invincible impulse of affection, of gratitude 
.the Queen closed her eyes, abandoned herself deliciously in 
thought to that great devoted heart which she imagined she 
felt beating against hers. 

Suddenly, after a shot which frightened the birds in the 
branches, a loud cry— one of those cries that mothers hear 
in their dreams during nights troubled with anxiety, a 
dreadful call of distress, darkened the whole sky, expanded, 
transformed the garden in the measure of an immense sorrow, 
Hasty steps were heard in the alleys ; the voice of the tutor, 
hoarse and altered, was calling yonder, near the shooting 
place. Frederique was their like a flash. 

It was at the end of the park, hung with hops, vines, and 
the t;all flora of rather rank land, the green shade of an arbour. 
The targets hung against the trelliswork, pierced with little, 
regular, cruel hole.s. She saw her son on the ground on his 
back, motionless ; his face white, reddened towards the right 
eye, which, closed, wounded, let fall .some drops of blood, 
like tears. Elysee, on his knees beside him in the alley, was 
crying out, was wringing his hands. 

"IFs me. It’s me.*" 

He was passing, Monseigneur had wanted him to try his 
gun, and by a fearful accident, the ball rebounding on some 



THE LITTLE KIHO- 

piece of iron in the trellis— but the Queen was not listening. 
Without a cry, without a complaint, entirely absorbed in her 
maternal instinct to save the boy, she took hold of him carried 
him in her dress towards the fountain • then waving away 
the people of the house who hurried tou her assistance she 
leant her knee, on which lay the little King’s inert body 

against the edge of the stone, held under the over- 

flowing basin the adored pale face, to which the fair hair 
•clung ominously, and let the water flow on to the discoloured 
eyelid. She did not speak, she did not even think. In her 
rumpled soaking cambric dress, which clung to her beautiful 
body as to a naiad of marble, she bent over her little one and 
watched. ' 

What a moment of dreadful waiting ! Revived gradually 
by the imrnersion, the wounded child stirred, stretched 

his limbs as if to awake, and suddenly began to moan. 

"He lives, she exclaimed, wild with joy. 

1 hen, raiding her head, she perceived Meraut opposite her, 
who seemed to be asking pardon with his palness, his de- 
Ijectmn. The memory of what had happened as she sat on 
the bench recurred to her, mingled with the awful shock of 
the accident, with her weakness so quickly punished in her 
child. A rage seized her against the man, against herslf. 

Go away ! Go away ! Let me ^ never see you again, 
;she cried to him with a terrible look. It was her love that 

■avowed before all, to punish herself for it, to cure herself j 
her love which she threw as an affront in his face in the in- 
solence of her words. 


THE DARK ROOM 


"TH£:re was once upon a time in the country of Olden- 
burgh, a countness of Ponikau, to whom the dwarfs had given 
on her wedding day three little golden leaves.-" 

It is Madame de Silvi.s who is telling the story in the 
‘dimness of a darkned room, the windows hermetically shut, 
the curtains let dnwn to the ground. The little King is 
stretched on his little bed, the Queen near him, applying ice 
to his bandaged brow, ice which she renw.s every ten minutes, 
night and day, and has done so for a long week. How has 
she lived, without sleeping, almast without eating \ sitting by 
that narrow bed, her hands holding those of her son in the 
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intervals of bandaging ; hands that pass from the chill of ice to 
the feverishness which she watches for which she dreads 
that weak, invalid's pulse ? 

The little King wants his mother there, always there. The 
darkness of the big room is peopled for him with sinister 
shadows, with terrifying apparitions. ^Fhen, the impossibility 
for him to read, to play with a single toy, keeps him in a. 
torpor which disquiets Frederique. 

^'Are you suffering she asks every moment. 

“No. Fm bored/^ replies the child, in a weak voice • and 
it is to banish this dullness, to people the gloomy shades of 
the room with bright visions, that Madame de Silvis has 
again opened the fantastic fairy-tale book, full of old Germao 
castles, of elves dancing at the foot of the keep, where the 
princess is waiting for the blue bird and spins with her 
glass distaff. 

The Queen despairs as she listens to those endless stories y, 
it seems to her that the w.)rk she has achieved with such 
difficulty is being undone, that she is assisting at the crumb* 
ling, stone by stone, of an erect triumphal column. It is that 
she sees before her, during the long hours of seclusion ; more 
anxious at feeling that her child has been taken up again in a 
woman^s hands, has returned to the weaknesses of little Zara, 
than at the wound itself, whose full seriousness she does not 
kow. When the doctor, latnp in hand tears away for a 
moment the accumulated veils of the sliade, removes the 
bandages, tries with a drop of atropine to awaken the sens!* 
bility of the injured eye, the mother is reassured by noticing 
that the little patient does not utter aery, docs not put his 
arms forward to defend himsedf, Noi)ody dares tell her that 
this insensibility, this silence of all the nerves, nusuis the death- 
of the organ. The bullet in rcl>ounding, althouuj) it had lost 
some of its force, struck and fiosencd the retina. The right 
eye is irrevocably done for. All tiu: precantirnH taken are 
merely directed to the preservation nf the other one, threatendi 
by that organic correlation which makes sight a single instrug 
ment with double branches. Ah! if tin: (]necu knew the 
extent of her misfortune, she who tlruily believes that, thanks ! 
to her care, to her vigilant tenderness, the: mreideat will leave; 
no traces, and who is already speaking to tlie boy about their 
first drive ! 

“Leopold, will you like to have a nice drive in the forest?*^ ■■ 
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Yes, Leopold will be very happy. Then suddenly he 
inquires : 

^^Where is Monsieur Elysee ; why does he never come 

They answer that his master is away on a long voyage.. 
The explanation is sufficient. Thinking tires him, speaking 
also ; and he falls back into a dreary indifference, returns to 
the misty country which sick people evoke, blending their 
dreams with the places surrounding them, with the fixed 
appearances of everyday life, whose movement and noise are 
dreaded for them. People come, people go ; whispers, discreet 
steps meet and answer each other. But the Queen hears 
nothing, is occupied with nothing but bandagings. Sometimes, 
Christian pushes at the door, whidh is always ajar, because of 
the heat in the closed up room, ana, in a voice which he tries 
to make cheerful, careless, comes and tells his son some 
amusing story to make him laugh or speak ; but his voice 
rings false with this recent disaster, and the father frightens 
the child. This young memory, which the gunshot has filled 
with the confusion of its smoke, feels some feature of past 
scenes standing out, the Queen's desperate expectations, her 
revolt the night when she nearly dragged him with her in a 
fall from three storeys high. He answers in a low tone, his 
teeth clenched. Then Christian addresses his wife : 
ought to rest a bit, Frederique, you^ll kill yourself— in the 
interest of the child himself’’ 

The little prince’s hand clasps his mother's imploringly^ 
urgingly, and she reasures him in the same eloquent and dumb- 
fashoin : * No, no, don't be afraid, I shall not leave you.” She 
coldly exchanges a few words with her husband, then abandons 
him to his sinister reflections. 

The accident to his son is the last of a regular series of 
disasters for. Christian. He feels alone in the world, desperate*, 
stunned. Ah ! if his wife would take him back. He feels 
the peed of the weak when in misfortune to lean on somebody, 
to lay his head on a friendly bosom, and seek relief in tears, irr 
confessions, and then to return more light-heartedly to new 
riotousness, to new treacheries. But Frederique’s heart is lost 
to him for ever; and behold ! his child, also, turns away from his 
caresses. ^ He says all this to himself, standing at the foot of 
the bed, in the night of the dark room, whilst the Queen, 
careful of the minutes, takes ice from a bowl, applies it to the 
wet bandage, lifts and kisses the little invalid’s brow, in order 
to find out how warm it is, and Madame de Silvis gravely 
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relates the story of the three small golden loaves to the lai 
sovereign of the kingdoms of Illyria and Dalmatia. 

Without his going out being more remarked than his en1 
Christian leaves the room, wanders mournfully about the si 
and well-ordered house, kept up to its ordinary ceremonial 
old Rosen, who is seen, coming and going from the hou 
the office, his figure upright and his head shaking. The < 
servatory, the garden continue to flourish, the marmos 
revived by the warmth, fill their cage with little cries ' 
capers. The aspect of the hotel is still elegant and c 
fortable, but there is an air of waiting, of expectation, a i 
pense in the surrounding life, a silence like that followiti 
■great storm. The most striking sight is presented by 
hermetically closed shutters up there, all three shut, even w 
everything is opened to fresh air, to light, holding within 
mystery of pain and disease. 

Meraut, who, dismissed from the royal household 
taken lodgings quite near, and continually prowls roum 
Meraut looks despairingly at those windows, it is his torti 
bis condemnation ; he returns there every day with the f 
of finding them one morning wide open, letting out of smi 
of an extinguished taper. The inhabitants of that pari 
Saint Mande begin to know him, They think he is a tr 
mad ; and indeed his de.spair borders on mania. It is \ 
the lover who suffers in him. The Queen did well to dr: 
him away. He simply deserved it, and hi.s passion disappe 
in the great disaster to his hopes. 'I'o have dreamed 
making a king, to have given himself .so splendid a task, a 
to destroy everything, break everything, with his own hand 
The father and mother, more intimately injured in their lo 
were not more desperate than he. He had not even i 
consolation of bestowing anxious care upon the child eve 
hour, could scarcely get new.s, the .servant.s feeling a biti 
rancour towards him .since the accident. However, one of t 
forest rangers, with acce.ss to the house, told hiuj the gossip 
the servants' hall, exaggerated by the common people’s lo' 
of something disastrous. Sometimes the little King w 
blind, sometimes he had brain fever, at others the Queen hi 
■determined to starve herself to death j an<l the unhapj 
Elysee would be a whole day thinking over these horrifyit 
ijrumourSj would wander throogh the wcwlfs as long as his le| 
'would carry him, would then return to watch among the bM 
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flowery grass, trampled down on' Sundays by people walking 
but deserted on week-days, a genuine bit of country. 

Towards the end of the day he had stretched' himself out 

there, when his glance, which was not directed to anything 
fell on the Ill-balanced gait and Quaker’s hat, the white 
waistcoat and hat of Boscovich. The councillor was walking 
quickly, with little, hasty, feminine steps, looking very 
agitated, and held something carefully wrapped in his pocket- 
handkerchief He did not seem astonished at seeing Elysee 
went to him and said in the most natural way possible : ” 

‘‘My dear Meraut, you are a very contended man.” 

“Ah 1 heavens 1 What is the condition of monseigneur ?“ 

The botanist put on his ceremonial expression as he 
answered that monseigneur was going on the same j still in 
bed, a darkened room, a painful uncertainty. Oh ! very pain- 
ful. Then abruptly: 

“Guess what I’ve got here. Take care, it’s fragile, yon 
might knock off the soil. A clematis root, but ' not the vulgar 
clematis of your g&rdQns— Clematis Dalmaiica—z.qmte. special 
dwarf species, which you only find over there in my country, 

I was doubtful at first, I hesitated. I have been watching it 
since the spring. But look at the stalks, the corollas ; that 
smell of almonds.” 

And, opening his handkerchief with infinite precautions, he 
brought forth a frail, crooked plant, with a milky white flower 
paling away to the green of leaves, almost blending with 
them. Meraut tried to question him, to extract other news: 
from him, but the monomaniac remained completely absorbed 
in his discovery. 

He stood there, in the declining light, his clematis in his. 
hand, motionless, in happy contemplation. Then suddenly : 

“The dinner ! It’s getting late. I must go back. Good- 
bye.” 

‘‘I’m coming with you,” said Elysee. 

Boscovich was thunderstruck. He had been present at the 
scene, knew in what way the tutor had left, though he only 
attributed his dismissal to an accident. What would they 
think ? What would the Queen say ? 

“Nobody will see me, councillor. Let me in by the avenue, 
and I shall secretly slip into the room.” 

"What ! you intend ” 

“To go near monseigneur, to him speak a moment, without 
his suspecting I’m there." 



m THE POPINJAY 

The weak Boscovich exclaimed, protested, but nevertheless 
lie walked in front, urged on by the desire of Elysee who 
followed him without troubling about his protests. 

Oh ! what feelings, when the small door on the avenue 
opened in the ivy, and Meraut iound himself at that spot in 
garden where his life was shattered. 

“Wait,” said the councillor in a tremble, “I’ll let you know 
whet) the servants are at table, so that you won’t meet 
anybody on the staircase.” 

No one had gone to the shooting range since the fatal 
day. In the crushed borders, in the' gravel trampled by 
wildly running feet, the scene could still be traced. The 
same pierced targets hung on the trellis, the water flowed 
from the basin like a fountain of tears, grey in the 
melancholy hour of twilight, and it seemed to Elysee 
that he heard also the sobbing voice of the Queen, and 
that “Go away !— ” which, as he heard it in memory, gave him 
the feeling of a wound and of a caress. On Boscovich's return 
they glided along the bushes to the house. In the glass gallery 
opening on the garden, which they used as a schoolroom, the 
books still lay on the table, the two chairs for the master 
and pupil stood ready, awaiting the next lesson with the 
cruel inertness of things. It was poignant, even as the silence 
of places from which a child is gone, with his singing, running 
laughter, cries. 

After climbing the well-lit staircase, Boscovich, who went 
up in front, showed Elysee into the room adjoining the King's 
which was also darkened to keep out the slightest ray of light 
A nightlight alone burned in a corner, with a number of phials 
and potions. 

“The Queen and Madame de Silvis are with him. Mind 
you don't speak. And come back quickly.” 

Elysee no longer heard him, his foot was already on the 
threshold, his heart beating rapidly and awestruck. His eyes 
unused to the darkness, could not pierce the thick shadows- 
he distinguished nothing, but heard coming from the farther 
end, a childish voice reciting, chanting the evening prayer— 
a voice very hard to recognise as that of the little King so 
tired, dull, dreary was it. After one of the numerous "annens” 
the child broke in : ' 

Mother, must I also say the prayer of the kings ?” 

Yes, my darling,*' rejoined a firm, grave voice whose 
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tmbre had also changed, wavering a little at its edges like a 
metal worn by an acid distilled drop by drop. ^ ’ 

The prince hesitated as he replied : 

‘'And why ?’' 

“I thmllLV?'^ the Child of a wise old man 

ton whft is L that f” 

imifn'a.S?"™^ “"“''f of Ms Uindly 

mamma, at once— as you wish it." 

T „ ^ resigned and. shaky voice : 

O Lord my God, Thou hast placed Thy servant on the 
throne, but I am only a child, knowing not to guide mvself 
and chajed with the guidance of the people Thol hast g^^in' 

Q«e" surted"'' '’“M. The 

heaJaJd®Tthut.'”''’'°“’ CMislianf' she added, as she 

doctor declared the little 

Kharcre tTH^a'^a^^ 
lastitrsrat^th:- 

The doctor^ dared not answer that, the eye being dead 
quite dead, without a chance of recovery, su4 confiSeme^^r 
become useless. He got out of the difficulty by one of those 
v^ue phrases, the secret of which spring from the 

pitiful feelings of doctors. The Queef did no? 

understand, and nobody about her ventured S 
tel her the truth. They awaited Father Alphee 
religion having privilege over all wounds, even those which 
It cannot heal. With his brutality, his roughness of tone the 

Sow^’w^rh'"'®'^ a cudgel, dealt the terrible 

blow which was sure to bend all Frederique’s pride The 

mother had suffered on the day of the accident, struck in the 

nmost Hbres of her love by the cries, the fainting, the stream- 
^ This second grief applied 

more directly to the Queen. Her son mutilated, disfigured ! 
She, who wished him so handsome for his triumph, to bring 
back this invalid to the Illyrians ! She could not forgive the 
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doctor for having deceived her. So, even in exile, kin 
would always be victims of their greatness and of hum 
cowardice. 

In order to avoid too abrupt a transition from darkness 
light the windows had been covered with green baize ; th 
the windows were freely opened, and when the actors in tl 
sad drama could see each other once more in full daylig 
they could estimate the changes resulting from their confii 
ment. Frederique had grown old, was obliged to change I 
coiffure, to brush down her hair about the temples to hide t 
white waves. The little prince, quite pale, sheltered his rig 
eye under a bandage ; and his whole face, marked with pren 
ture wrinkles, seenjed to bear the burden of that bandaj 
What a new life for him was that life of an invalid I At tal 
he had to learn again how to eat, since his spoon, his foi 
clumsily handled, would touch his forehead or his ear, o 
sense affecting all the others. He would laugh his weak lit 
laugh, and the Queen would every moment turn away to hi 
her tears. As soon as he was able to go down into the gard 
there were other anguishes to be gone through. He woi 
hesitate, stumble at each step, walk sideways, fall even, or e 
recoil timidly at the slightest obstacle, clinging to his mothe 
hands or skirts, turning round the familiar corners of the pa 
as if they were so many ambushes. The Queen tri^d 
awaken at least his mind, but doubtless the shock had be 
too much ; one might have said that with the visual ray a r 
of understanding had been destroyed. He well knew, pc 
little boy, the pain his condition caused his tnother j wh 
speaking to her, he raised his head with an effort, castin| 
timid and awkword look at her, as if to ask her forgiveness I 
his weakness. He could not, however, overcome certain u 
reasoning physical frights. Thus the discharge of a gun 
the edge of the wood, the first he had heard since the accidei 
nearly caused him an epileptic fit. Also, the first time tlj 
spoke to him about riding the pony he trembled all over 

“No, no, I beg you,” he .said, pre.s.sing close to Frederiqi 
“Take me in the landau with you ; I'm too frightened.” 

“Frightened of what ?” 

“I'm frightened — dreadfully frightened." 

Neither arguments nor entreatie.s were any use, 

"Well,” ordered the Queen, with a feeling of dull angi 
“let the carriage be sent round." 

It was a beautiful Sunday at the end of autumn. B 
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Frederique felt harassed by the plebeian crowd spread over 
all the avenues and the grass. The boy. trying to rid the 
beautiful face of its wrinkles and its disenchanted Expression 
which he attributed to himself, encircled his mother with 
passionate and timid coaxings. “ 

the piny’? 

No, she was not angry with him. But what would he do 
on the coronation day, when his subjects recalled him ? A 
king must be able to ride. • 

The small wrinkled face turned to gaze at the Queen with 
his single...eye, inquiring : ^ 

Y^ou really think they'll want me as I am now 
^ He looked very delicate, very old for his age. Frederique 
indignant at the doubt, spoke of the King of 
Westphalia who was totally blind. ^ 

laughing-stock of a king. He was dismissed.” 

ofJohn of Bohemia at the. 

battle of Crecy requesting his knights to lead him far enough 
in the van that he might be able to strike with his sword and 
they had led him so far that they were found all dead’ next 
day their bodies stretched out, their horses tied together 
'Its dreadful — dreadful" cried Leopold. 

And he remained shuddering, absorbed in that heroic tale 
as in one of Madame de Silvis’s fairy stories, so small so 
feeble, so httle of a king. At that moment the carriage left 
the borders of the lake and went down a narrow alley where 
there was hardly room for the wheels. Someone drew back 
quickly as they passed, a man whom the boy, hindered by the 
bandage, could not see, but she recognised at once. Grave 
with a hard expression, with a movement of the head she’ 
pointed to the poor cripple, nestling in her skirts, their crushed 
rnaster- piece, that debris, that wreck of a great race. It was 
their last meeting ; and Meraut definitely left Saint-Mande. 
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The Duke de Rosen was the first to , enter. “It’s rather 
damp," he said gravely. It has not been opened since my 
son’s death.’ 

Indeedc there was a great chilliness, and as it were the damp 
of a tomb in this splendid suite of ground-floor rooms, where 

ti 
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-.theguzlashad sounded so proudly, where everything was in the 
Sme place as on the night of the ball. The two sculptured 
chSf the King and Queen still presided oyer the room 
near the musicians’ tribune. Arm chairs m circles 
aristocratic nooks. Ribbons, shreds of flowers, faded, light 
sauze a real dust of the dance, were scattered on the floors. 
Sne felt the decorators had hurriedly taken down the hangings, 
thSVadands of foliage, and had hastened to shut the doors 
and Windows on these rooms which recalled a /«/« in a house of 
mourning. The same neglect was seen m the .garden, encutn- 
S with dead leaves, over which the winter had passed, 
then an untended springtide, rich in rank, invading grass. In 
one of those eccentricties of grief which requires everything 
round it to suffer, to be barren, the duke had not allowed 
anyone to touch the things, any more than he himself would 

•consent to occupy his magnificent nouse. u au uu 

Since the a^ir of Gravosa. when Collette in very bad hea h 
•after her confinement, had gone to recuperate with her httle W. 
.S Nice he had giverl up his solitary life at the Quai d Anjou, 
and had had a bed put up for him at the office. Evidently, 
he would sell the hotel some day or other, and was beginmng 
to eet rid of the sumptuous antiquities which filled it. i he 
Veletian mirrors wtoh had reflected loving pairs dancing 
Hungarian mazurkas, the flashes of eyes and lustres, reflected 
to-day, in the chill, grey light of a Parisian sky, *be 
profiles, the greedy eyes, the burning lips of father Leemans 
and the sieur Pichery, his acolyte, livid, with side curls, his 

moustache stiff with cosmetics , , , . , , , , . 

Truly, it needed the force of habit on the dealer s part, 
his constant practice in trade, and in those comedies which 
brine into play all the grimaces of the human mask, to restrain 
a cry of joy, of admiration, when the general s servant, as 
old zs erect as his master, opened the tall shutters, and there 
could be seen, discreetly mirrored, shaded in their superb 
tones of wood, bronze and ivory, all the precious treasures of 
a collection that was not labelled and cared for like that of 
Madame de Spalato, but in more abundant, more barbaric 
and more modern luxuriousness. And without a fudge or 
fraud among them ! Old Rosen had not plundered at 
random, like those generals who pass through a summer 
palace like a hurricane, carrying off with the same impetuosity, 
tUrreted roofs and strsiw rubbish. Nothing but select marvels 
dfartf And it was curious to observe the dealers derisions, 
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is muzzle jutting out under his thick hair gentlv scratr-hin^ 

le enamels, ringing the bronzes, with an Indi&rSr ^ ^ 
intemptuous air. whilst from head to foot from ^hS tin! r 
:s fingers to the point of his flat bearH U'u 
brating, quivering, as if it had been nnt '• ^ 
ith an electric battery. Picherv communication 

.tch. Havin, no of l;?„7pa™n,r.a ?hrS?ll5 
s impressions on his comrade’s, displayed the co 
, quickly turned ,o am.teme nt whS, 
him, as he bent over the Dorket-K««! ™ u- , 
ntinually making notes: “Worth a hundrld 
mcs, if it’s worth a halfpenny ” There was ‘ 
iportunity for both to recoup "themletes T the Snd 
■oke. in which they had been so dreadfully dished. But 
ey had to be well on guard, because the old General of 
indours, as suspicious and impenetrable as the ! • 
ide put together, followed them step b! the whole curio 
»elf behind then,, no, bei„rd„^T 

presHions and manners. ''=“'■ oy ineir 

So they reached the end of the m/onc a i;tH» • , 

0 steps, delightful decorated in the Moorish style with'^^very 
V sofas, genuine old carpets, cabinets. ^ 

"Is this in the lot ?” inquired Leemans 
The general hesitated imperceptibly before answering It 
s Colette s nest in the huge hotel, her favourite £oir 
ere she resorted in her rare leisure, wrote her letters tv, ’ 
a came to him to save the.se few Eastern pieces of furniture 
. J^ked j but he did not stop to do so ; he wanted to 

"That's included,” he said coldly. 

Leemans, at once attracted by the rarity of a piece of 
ibian feniture, carved gilded, with miniature arches and 
Imes began to inspect its many secret drawers opening 
outofanothcr by means of concealed springs, cunninHy 
iioned fresh-smelling drawers exhaling orange and sSf. 

)d. Fluugmg his hand into one of them he fdt L 

“There are pa{x;rs,” he said. 

The inventory over, the two dealers shown to the door 
dmce thought about tho^e papers forgotten in the small 
* of tomture~a whole bundle of Wrs,. tied wilS a 
npled impregnated with the perfumes of the drawer 

glanced at them mechanically, recognised the writing. The 
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tae fantastic, irregular writing of Christian, which for several 
months he had got to know on bills and drafts. Doubtless 
letters from the King to Herbert. But no, “Colette, my dear 
heart!’ With an abrupt gesture, he tore off the band, 
scattered the packet on a sofa, some thirty notes, assignations, 
thanks, all the correspondence of adultery in its wretched 
banality, ending in excuses for appointments missed, in 
missives’ growing colder and colder, like the last fluttering 
papers at the tail of a kite. In almost all there were _ allusions 

to a tedious and persecuting personage whom Christian nick- 
named “Coutier of Misfortune," or simply, “C. of Misfortune,’' 
and to whom the duke tried to assign a name, when, on the 
turn of those jeering pages, all more libertine than sentimental, 
he saw his own caricature ; his small, pointed head, on long, 
stilt-like legs. It was himself, his wrinkles, his aquiline beak, 
his blinking look ; and beneath, to leave no doubt ; Courtier 
of Misfortune on guard at the Quai d’Orsay. 

The first surprise over, the outrage understood in all its 
baseness, the old man cried : “Oh 1” and remained stunned, 
filled with shame. 

That his son had been deceived did not astonish him. 
But that it should have been by this Christian, to whom they 
had sacrificed everything, for whom Herbert died at twenty- 
eight, for whom he was by way of ruining himself, of selling 
even his trophies of victory that the royal signature might not 
be dishonoured j Ah ! if he could avenge himself, take 
down from those panoplies one of his two weapons, no matter 
which. But he was the King ! A king can do no wrong. 
And suddenly, the magic of the sacred word calming his 
anger, he reflected that, after all, monseigneur, in trifling with 
One of his servants, was not so culpable as he, the Duke de 
Rosen, who had married his son to a Sauvadon. He was 
bearing the penalty of his greed. All those reflections lasted 
but a minute. Putting the letters under lock and key, he 
went out, returned to his post at Saint-Mande, where a crowd 
pf notes, of papers were awaiting him, among which he 
■ recognised more than once the big, irregular writing of the 
love-letters ; and Christian could not have believed him 
informed of the least thing when, passing through the court 
on the following day, he noticed behind the window-panes the 
Ipng outline pf the Courtier of Misfortune, always erect, 
(Jpypt:ed,;^nd vigilant 

Now that his child was out of danger, Christian wetit the 
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pace at his maddest. He had at first tried to get back to 
Sephora. Yes, after having been brutally and cynically driven 
away, after having had every proof of her treachery he still 
Ipved her enough to run to her feet at the least sign. ' The fair 
one was at this moment absorbed in the joy of a renewed 
honeymoon. Cured of her ambitions, she wanted to sell her 
hotel, to realise everything and live at Courbevoie with J Tom 
as rich retired tradespeople. He, on the other hand, dreamed 
of new coups^ and the grandiose surroundings of his wife 
gradually gave him the idea of another agency, in a more 
luxurious, more society form— trade, gloved up to the elbows, 
doing business among flowers and the band of a fstc around 
the lake, along the racecourse, and replacing the hansom, which 
is now out of date, by a solid carriage, with liveried servants 
and the monogram of the countess. He had no difficulty in 
convincing Sephora, in whose house he now definitely lived ; 
and the salons of the Avenue de Messine were lighted up for 
a series of dinners and balls, the invitations for which were 
sent out in the names of the Count and Countess de Spalato. 

They could not refuse Christian admission to those rooms 
which had cost him so dear. At first the title of King gave 
brillance, a standing to the house, so he went there in a co- 
wardly way, with a vague hope of once more reaching the 
countess's heart. After having for some time played this role 
of dupe or victim, showing himself very week, as white of 
linen as of face, he grew discouraged, came no more, ran after 
women in order to forget about things. Like all men in search 
of a type once lost he wandered everywhere, descended low, 
very low, guided by Lebeau, who was accustomed to Parisian 
vice, and who often in the morning brought his master’s valise 
to strange dens. A regular debacle, easier day by day to that 
effetninate voluptuary’s soul, whose sad, quiet home life was 
not likely to turn him from it. For some time the Franciscans 
had been looking for another tutor ; but an Elysee Meraut is 
not easily found among modern youth. Father Alphee had 
ideas about it, which he took care to keep to himself, since 
the Queen would not allow the name of the ex-tutor to be 
mentioned in her presence. Once, however, in a special cir- 
cumstance, the monk vetured to mention his friend. 

“Madame, Elysee Meraut is dying,” he said, as they left 
/fl»e table after grace. 

During the whole time of his stay at Saint-Mande, by a 
jwrt of superstition, just as «ne keeps at. the itop of a wardrobe 
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an old-fashioned garment of one's youth that will never be 
worn again, Meraut had kept his room in the Rue Monsieur- 
Le-Prince. One day he arrived, aged, wearied out, his hair 
almost white. The fat landlady, roused from her torpor by 
hearing .someone searching among the keys hanging on their 
nails, had difficulty in recogni.sing her lodger. 

'What devilment have you been up to, my poor Monsieur 
Meraut ? How could you ruin your constitution like 
that?” 

“It's true, I'm rather done up,” said Elysee, smiling, 
.and he went up to his fifth floor with his back rounded, cru- 
shed. 

The room was still the same, with the melancholy hori- 
zone to be seen from its dull windows. Nothing was changed, 
but he had no longer those fine ardours of youth, which colour 
warm everything about them, are even enhanced by diffi- 
culties and distresses. He tried to read, shook the dust from 
unfinished work. Between his thoughts and the page came 
the Queen's look of reproach, and it seemed to him that his 
pupil,sitting at the other end of the table, was waiting for 
his lesson and listening. He felt too broken-hearted, too, 
lonely, went hurriedly down, and put his key back on its 
nail ; and thenceforth was seen as formerly, with his big, loose 
figure, his hat on the back of his head, a bundle of books and 
reviews under his arm, wandering about the Quartier Latin, 
under the galleries of the Odeon, on the Quai Voltaire, bend- 
ing over the odour of new books,- and the clumsy cases of 
second-hand literature, reading in the street, in the alleys of 
the Luxembourg or gesticulating as he leant against some- 
statue in the garden, in terribly cold weather, opposite the 
frozen fountain. In this environment of study and intelligent 
youth, he regained his energies and spirit. Nearly all the 
money he had saved in his situation still remained. He did 
ynot even look out for lessons, wrapped himself up in a scornful 
sorrow, too great, too deep, to be understood, without any dis- 
tractions, but some visits to the Convent of the Franciscans, 
not only to get news of Saint- Mande, but because he loved 
the bizarre chapel, the cavern of Jerusalem, with the bleedihg 
and highly-coloured* Jesus.' * - 

One night, Elysee was awakened with a start by a strange 
feeling of heat, mounting up fi'om his chest ; slowly and with- 
-'Jout; pain, without shofck. 'vfith an impression of final annihila- 
tion, his mouth filled with a red, insipid taste. It vvas 
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mysterious and sinister, the illness coming ' like an Assassin 
who epens the doors noiselessly in the dark. He was not 
ft^htened, consulted some madical students of his table d’hote. 
They told him he was seriously ill. “What's the matter with 
He had reached forty, the climacteric 
of Bohemia, when infirmity lies in ambush, watches the man, 
makes him pay dearly for the excesses or privations of his 
youth j a terrible age, especially when the moral spring is 
broken, when the will to live nolonger exists. Elysee spent 
the same life, always out in rain, in wind ; passing from over- 
heated^ halls, burning with gas, to the cold of the streets in 
mid-winter, continuing when all lights were out to discuss ori 
edge of the pavement, walking half the night through. The 
blood spitting became more frequent ; dreadful lassitude folio- 
w^d. In order not to take to his bed, for the deserted gloom 
of his room weighed On him, he established himself at the 
Rialto, a tavern near the hotel, read his papers, dreamt in a 
cornen Ihe spot was quiet till night, bright with its furniture 
of polished oak, its walls covered with frescoes represnting 
Venice, with bridges, with cupolas in perspective over a liquid 
rainbow. But soon his strength failed him, even for these 
hours in the tavern. He could no longer go down, was obli- 
ged to rernain in bed, surrounded by books and papers, leaving 
his door ajar, so that the life, the noise of the lodging house 
might come to him. Above all, he was forbidden to speak,' 
Then the southerner resigned himself to writing, and resumed 
his book, his famous book, about Monarchy, continued it 
feverishly and with a trembling hand, shaken by a cough 
which scattered the pages on the bed. Now he only feared 
ono thing — to die before finishing it, to pass away as he had 
lived, hidden, unknown, unexpressed. ' 

Sauvadon, whose coarse vanity suffered at seeing his 
master in that garret, often came to visit him. Immediately 
after the accident he had hurried to him with open purse on 
the look-out again for ‘‘ideas about things.*^ My dear uncle, 

I havenT any more,*’ was Meraut’s disheartened answer and 
to draw* him out of his apathy the worthy uncle Sauvadon' 
spoke of sending him to the south, to Nice, to share the sumw 
ptuous establishment of Colette and her little W. 

‘'It wouldn’t cost mie any more/’ he said naively, "and it: 
would cure you ” 

Elysee, however, was not anxious for a cure, wanting toS 
finish his book at the very place where it had germinated; 
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among those deep Parisian noises in which each one hears the 
dominant note that suits him. While he wrote, Sauvadon 
sitting at the foot of the bed, maundered about his pretty 
niece, exasperated himself against the old lunatic of a general 
who was about to sell his hotel in the He Saint Louis. ' 

“I ask you, what can he do with all that money ? He must 
hide it away in holes, in small heaps ; after all, iPs his business 
Colette is rich enough to do without him.'’ ’ 

And the wine merchant slapped his little stomach, stretched 
■ like a drum. 

Another time, throwing on the bed the bundle of papers 
he used to bring Elysee : 

“It seems that they are stirring again in Illyria : and they 
have just returned to the Diet a royalist majority. Ah, if there 
were a man there, but that little Leopold is still very young, 
and Christian is sinking lower from day to day — he now visits' 
the lowest bawdy houses with his valet. 

Elysee listened to him, shivering all over. Poor Queen I 
The other continued without observing the hurt he caused : 

“They are certainly going it, are our exile.s. There is the 
Prince d'Axel compromised in that dirty business of the 
Avenue d'Antin ; you know, that family hotel, which with its 
patriarchal label served as a refuge for girls under age of 
emancipated views. Whatascandal l a hereditary prince ! Still 
oneThing astonishes me. At the very time of the family hotel 
affair, Colette wrote to me. Monseigneur was at Nice, and 
that she had been at the regatta in a yacht hired for her by his 
Highness— certainly there must be some mistake. I should be 
very glad of it ; for between ouselves, my dear Meraut-— ” 

The worthey man here confided to his friend that the 
prince was showing himself very attentive to Colette ; and as 
she was not a woman to— you may imagine — might happen in 
a short time. 

The broad workman face of the porvenu was lit up with 
a smile. 

_'Fancy that 1 Colette, Queen of p'inland, and Sauvadon 
ot Percy, her uncle, becoming uncle of the King ! But I am 
wearying you.” 

Yes, I want to sleep,'’ .said Elysee. who for some minutes 
had shut his eyes, a polite way of getting rid of that kindly, 
vain chatterer. The old man gone, he gathered his papers 
together, settled himself to write, but without being able to do 
overcome with .aU: eiKtremc disgust, with an esfctnase 
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wewiness. All those hideous tales had discouraged him in the 
faith of the pages scattered over his bed, that pleading for 
royalty in which he was consuming the little blood he had left. 
Seeing himself in that sordid room, with the grey hairs of an 
old student, so much passion lost, so much force wasted, he 
doubted for the first time, asked himself if he had not been a 
dupe all his life— a defender— an apostle— of those kings who 
degraded themselves in voluptuousness, deserted their own 
cause. And whilst his eyes wandered drearily over those bare 
walls, to which the setting sun only arrived by reflections from 
opposite, he noticed in its dusty frame a red 
seal Pides 6/>es," which he had taken from his fathers beside, 
ouddenly the fine Bourbon face of old Meraut appeared to 
him just as he had seen it, rigid on its death-bed, asleep in 
his sublime trust and loyalty, and the narrow lanes, the horizon 
ol crumbling windmills, between the dry rock of the hillside 
and the implacable blue of the South. It was a minute of 
hallucinations, hif whole youth floating through a memory 
Which was already becoming misty. 

All at once, the door opens with a rustling of dress and of 
voices. He thinks it is a neighbhur, some kindly girl from 
Kialto bringing him drink for his fever He quickly shuts 
his eyes ; that sleep which dismisses importunate visitors. 
But little irresolute footsteps are approaching on the cold floor 
•of the room. A gentle voice murmurs: “Good Monsieur 
hlysee. _His pupil is before him, nervous, grown a little, 
gazing with an invalid s timidity at his master, so changed, 
so pale in his wretched bed. Yonder, near the door, a woman 
IS waiting, erect and proud under her veil. She has come, 
she has climbed the five storys, the staircase, full of the sounds 
of debauchery, brushed with her immaculate dress the doors 
inscribed, “Alice,” “Clemence.” She did not want him to die 
without seeing first his little Zara again, and, without entering 
■herself sends him her forgivenese by the child's little hand. 
That hand Elysee Meraut takes, presses it to his lips ; then 
turning towards the august presence, whom he divines upon 
the threshold, with his last breath, his last effort of life, of 
speech, he says in a low voice and for the last time ; “Lone 
live the King 1 ” ^ 
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THE END OF A RACE 

There was a strenuous match that morning at the tennis 
club. Round the immense court on the ground, which was 
beaten, trodden, like an arena, a big net enveloped with its 
close meshes the evolutions of six players in white jackets 
fencing shoes ; leaping, shouting, shaking their heavy racquets^ 
What with the hippodromelike light falling from high windows 
the stretched net, the hoarse cries, the springing movements 
of the white costumes, the impassive correctness of the atten- 
dants, all English, pacing the surrounding gallery with deli, 
berate steps, one would have believed oneself to be in some 
circus, during the rehearsal of the gymnasts and the clowns. 
Among these clowns, Monseigneur the Prince d^Axel, who 
had been ordered the noble exercise of tennis for the relief of 
his torpid state, might be reckoned one of the noisiest. Having 
arrived the day before from Nice, where he had just spent a 
month at the feet of Colette, this match was his re-entry into 
Parisian life, when, at the critical point of the game, he was 
informed that someone was waiting to see him. 

'‘Don’t bother me*’, replied the Crown Prince, without even 
turning his head. 

The servant insistead, spoke a name into his Highness’s 
ear, who calmed down, rather astonished. 

*'A11 right, ask him tho wait ; Pll come as soon as the 
game is over.^ 

Entering one of the cold -bath rooms which go round the 
galley, furnished in bamboo, neatly hung with Japanese 
matting, he found his friend Rigolo, cowering on a sofa, with 
bent head. 

^ ''Oh, my dear prince, what an adventure,” cried the ex- 
King of Illyria, raising an agitated face* 

He stopped at the sight of the servant laden with towels^ 
woollen and horsehair gloves for sponging, currying monseh 
gneur, who was sweating, steaming like a Mecklenburg horse 
which has just climbed a hill The operation over, Christiaa 
went on with pale, quivering lips ; ^ « 

‘This is what has happened to me. You heard of the 
affair of the family hotel f* 

His Highness turned his dull look towards him. ‘^Caught f 

The King nodded, turning his fine, irresolute eyes aside* 
Then, after a silence : 
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"You may imagine the scene : the police in the middle of 
the night ; the girl crying, rolling on the ground, scratching 
at the police, clinging to my knees : ‘Monseigneur, monseig- 
netir, save me/ I tried to get her to keep quiet — too late — 
when I tried to give a name the commissary begins laughing : 
‘It^s no good, my men have recognised you. You are the 
Prince d’Axel/’ 

“That*s ail right/^ growled the prince from his basin ; 
"and then 

*"My goodness, my dear friend, I was so taken by surprise 
— other motives also, which Til tell you — in fact, I let the man 
believe I was you, convinced that the thing wouldift go any 
further — but no. It's being talked about again, and as you 
might be called before the magistrate, I come to beg you 

"To stand in the dock in your place 

“No j it won’t come to that ; but the newspapers will talk 
about it, names will be mentioned ; and at this moment, with 
what’s going on in Illyria, the Royalist movement, our coming 
restoration, this scandal would have the saddest effect/ 

What a pitiable air he had, the unfortunate Rigolo ! awai- 
ting the decision of his cousin d’Axel, who silently combed his 
three yellow hairs before the mirror. At last the royal princ 
made up his mind to say : 

"So you think the papers — ^ — ?” 

And suddenly, in his weak, sleepy, ventriloquist voice : 

"First rate, first rate, that will make my uncle angry 

He had dressed, took his stick, stuck his hat on one side : 

' "Let’s go and lunch.” 

Arm-in-arm, they went by the Terrasse des Feuillants and 
got into Christianas phaeton, which was waiting at the gate of 
the Tuileries, warpped themselves in their furs, for it was a 
fine winter morning, bright with a pink, cold sun, and the 
elegant equipage went of like the wind, carrying our insepa- 
rables towards the Cafe de Loudres : Rigolo relieved, all 
beaming, Queue-de-Poule, less somnolent than usual, exhilara- 
ted by his tennis match and the thought of that escapade of 
which all Paris would believe him the hero^ As they crossed 
the Place Vendome, almost deserted at that hour, a woman 
of elegant and young appearance stopped at the edge of the 
pavement, holding a* child by the hand, and looking at thfe 
numbers.' His Highness, who from the height of his seat, 
stared at all the pretty women with the greediness of a Boule-^ 
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vardsman who has been starving for the last three weeks, 
noticed her, started. 

“Look, Christian— it’s like ” 

But Christian did not hear, being occupied with looking 
after his nmare, which was very frisky that morning ; and when 
they turned round in the narrow carriage to gaze at the fair 
passer-by, she and her child had just entered under the archway 
of one of the houses near the Ministry of Justice. 

She walked quickly, her veil down, rather embarrassed and 
hesitating, as if going to a first rendezvous ; but if the dark and 
exceeding rich toilet, the mysterious manner, could lead one 
for an instant to suspect this woman, the name she asked for 
from the porter, the tone of deep sadness in which the name 
was uttered, one of the most renowned in science, possible 
•dissipated any idea of gallantry. 

“Doctor Bouchereau ? First floor, door facing stairs ; if 
you have no appointment, it’s useless to go up,” 

She did not answer, dashed up the stairs, dragging the 
child after her, as if she was afraid of being recalled. On the 
first floor they told her the same thing : 

“If madame did not send in her name yesterday ” 

“I’ll wait,” she said. 

The servant did not insist, and showed them across a first 
anteroom, where people were sitting on boxes, in which wood 
was kept ; a second room also filled ; then he solemnly opened 
the door of a large reception room, which he shut as soon as 
the mother and child had entered, with the air of saying : 
“You want to wait — then wait.” 

It was a huge room, very high, like all the first floors in the 
Place Vendome, sumptuously decorated with Paintings on the 
ceiling, wainscoting and panels. The furniture in crimson vel- 
vet, was provincial in form •, the curtains and hangings were 
crimson too. A chandelier in Louis XVI. style hanging over 
a small Empire table, a clock between two candlesticks, the 
absence of any objects ol art, revealed the modest, hard-work- 
ing doctor, who had suddenly become fashionable, and had 
not troubled either to attain a vogue, or to retain it. And 
what a vogue it was I — such as Paris alone can bestow, exten- 
ding to all classes, from top to bottom of society, overflowing 
into the provinces, foreign countries, the whole of Europe ; 
•and this had already gone on for ten yeans, without diminish- 
ing, with the unanimous approval of his colleagues, who adtoi- 
. 4ted that this time success had gone to a true savant, n<4 to 
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from the porter, the tone of deep sadness in which the name 
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you have no appointment, it's useless to go up.” ’ 

She did not answer, dashed up the stairs, dragging the 
child after her, as if she was afraid of being recalled. On the 
first floor they told her the same thing : 

“If madame did not send in her name yesterday ” 

“I'll wait,” she said. 

The servant did not insist, and showed them across a first 
anteroom, where people were sitting on bo.xes, in which wood 
was kept ; a second room also filled ; then he solemnly opened 
the door of a large reception room, which he shut as soon as 
the mother and child had entered, with the air of saying : 

You want to wait— then wait.” 

It was a huge room, very high, like all the first floors in the 
Plate Vendome, .sumptuously decorated with Paintings on the 
•ceiling, wainscoting and panels. The furniture in crimson vel- 
vet, was provincial in form ; the curtains and hangings were 
■crimson too. A chandelier in Louis XVI. style hanging over 
a small Empire table, a clock between two candle.sticks, the 
absence of any objects of art, revealed the modest, hard-work- 
ing doctor, who had suddenly become fashionable, and had 
not troubled either to attain a vogue, or to retain it. And 
what a vogue it was ! — such as Paris alone can bestow, exten- 
ding to all classes, from top to bottom of society, overflowing 
into the provinces, foreign countries, the whole of Europe; 
•and this had already gone on for ten yeans, without diminish- 
*og» with the unanimous approval of his colleagues, who admi- 
tted that this time success had gone to a true savant, not to 
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disguised charlatanism. Bouchereau owed this fame, this extra- 
ordinary number of paitents, not so much to his’ marvellous 
ability as an operator, his admirable lectures on anatomy, his 
knowledge of the human body, as to the light, the insight 
guiding him more clearly, more surely than the steel of his 
instruments — that penetrating eye of great thinkers and poets 
that works magic with science, sees to the bottom and beyond^ 

That day, although it was hardly more than noon, the re- 
ception-room was already full of sombre, anxious faces’ seated 
round about or grouped near the table, bending over books 
illustrated papers, hardly turning to look at those who entered’ 
each absorbed in himself, secluded in his ailment, preoccupied 
by anxiety about what the oracle would say. The hours pass- 
ed by, slow and sad, in the reception-room which is growing 
dark, the faces appear paler, more nervous, turned supplicating- 
ly towards the impassive Bouchereau, whenever he makes 
his appearance ! Oh, how long the mother and 
child find this last waiting ! made more intolerable by the 
approach of night, by the fear which chills them. At last it 
is their turn ; they enter a very large study, very long, lit by 
a broad, high window, which opens on to the square, and still 
lets in some light in spite of the late hour. Bouchereau’s table 
is there, very simple: the bureau of a country doctor or 
registrar. He sits down, with his back to the light, which 
falls on the new-comers— the woman, whose lifted veil reveals 
an energetic and youthful face, with a brilliant complexion, 
with eyes wearied by painful vigils; the child, bending his 
head as if the light in front hurt him. 

“What’s the matter with him ?” inquires Bouchereau, draw- 
ing him to him with a tone of kindness, a fatherly gesture • 
for under the hardness of his countenance is hidden an^ exqui- 
site sensibility, which forty years of a doctor’s life have not 
yet spoilt. The mother, before answering, signs to the child 
to leave them, then, in a fine, grave voice, with a foreign 
accent, relates how her son lost his eye the previous year by 
an accident. Now troubles are coming in the left eye — misti- 
ness, dazzlings of sight, a perceptible change. To avoid com- 
plete blindness, the extraction of the dead eye is recom- 
mended. Is it feasible ? Is the child able to stand it ? 
Bouchereau listens attentively, leaning on the edge of his arm- 
chair, his two small eyes fixed on the disdainful mouth, on the 
pure-blooded red lips which had never been touched by salve. 
Then, when the mother is finished : 
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The extraction that had been advised is perfomed everv- 
d,ay, and without any danger, unless there are quite excen' 
tional circumstances. Once — once only in twenty years-— I 
had a case at the Lariboisiere Hospital, a poor fellow who 
could not get over it ; it's4rue he was an old man, a wretched 
gatherer of rags, alcoholised, badly fed — here the case is not 
the same. Your son does not look strong, but he comes of 
a fine and healthy mother, who has put in his veins— well 
we’ll see” ’ 

He calls the child, places him between his knees, and, to 
distract him, to occupy his attention during the examination 
asks him, with a kindly smile : ’ 

“What’s your name ?” 

“Leopold, Sir.’* 

“Leopold who f" 

The boy looks at his mother withut answering. 

“Well, Leopold, you must take off your jacket, your waist- 
' coat. I must inspect you ; I must sound you all over.* 

The child undresses slowly, clumsily, helped bv his mother 
whose hands tremble, and by the good old Ilouchereau who 
is more handy than either. Oh, the poor little frail, rickety 
body, with shoulders turning in towards the narrow chest like 
the wings of a bird folded before its flight, and the flesh so 
livid that the scapulary, the medals, hang down in the darken- 
ing light, like the plaster of an cx-voto tablet. The mother 
bends her head, almost ashamed of her work, whilst the doctor 
listens, sounds, stopping to put a few questions. 

“The father is an old man, I suppose ?” 

“No, monsieur, hardly thirty-five.” 

“Often ill ?” 


“No ; hardly ever.” 

“All right j put on your clothes again, my little man ” 

He sinks back irito his big chair, thinking, whilst the boy 
after putting on his blue velvet and his furs, sits down again 
at the end of the room without being told. Since the last 
year, he is so accustomed to those mysteries, those whisperings 
in regard to his illness, that he does not even bother about 
them any longer, does not try to understand, abandon.s himself. 

anguish, what a look at the doctor ! 

^ “Madame,” observes Bouchereau in a low voice, emphasis- 
ing every word, your child is certainly threatened with loss 
of sight. And yet— if jt were my son I shouldn’t operate— 
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without yet clearly understading his constitution. I observe 
some strange disorders in it. in which his whole body is in- 
volved, especially the blood, which is the most vitiated the 
most exhausted, the most impoverished ' 

“A king’s blood,” mutters Frederique. rising abruptly with 
an outburst of revolt. She has just recalled, has just seen 
suddenly, the pale face of her firstborn lying in his little coffin 
covered with roses. Bouchereau, also standing up, enlightened 
at once by these words, recognises the Queen of Illyria whom 
he has never seen, because she goes nowhere, but whose por- 
traits are everywhere, 

“Oh, madame, if I had known 

“Don’t apologise,” says Frederique, already calm ; “I came 
here to hear the truth, that truth we never get, even in exile 
Ah, Monsieur Bouchereau, how unhappy queens are [ Fancy 
them all persecuting me to have my child operated on ' Yet 
they well know that his life is at stake, but State reasons— 
m a month, a fortnight, perhaps earlier, the Diets of Illyria 
will be sending a deputation to us. They waht to have a 
king to show them. As he is now, he might pass • but blind I 
nobody would want him. So, at the risk of killing him, the 
operation ! ^ Reign ot die— and I was about to make myself 
the accomplice of such a crime. Poor little Zara I what matter 
whether he reigns ? My God ! let him live ! let him live I” 

Five o’clock, the night is falling in the Rue de Rivoli 
:rowded with carriages returning from the Bois — at the dinner- 
bour the carriages follow slowly along the railings of the 
ruilerie-s, which, struck by the quickly setting sun, seem to 
stretch themselves over the passers-by in long bars. All the 
side of the Arc de Triomphe is still flooded with a red nor- 
■hern light, while the other side is of a mourning violet 
:hickened with shadow towards the edges. The heavy 

sarriage, with the arms of Illyria, rolls by there. At the turn 
)f the Rue de Castigolione, the queen suddenly notices the 
jalcony of the Hotel des Pyramides, and recalls the illusions 
)f her arrival in Paris, singing and hovering like the music of 
he brass band which resounded that day in the masses of 
bliage. What deceptions since then ] What struggles ! Now 
t is ended — ended. 

The race is extinct j a cold of death falls on her shoulders 
vhilst the landau moves towards the shadow, ever towards the 
hadow. So she did not see the loving, timid, imploring 
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look which the boy turns towards her. "Mamma, if rm 
longer king^ will you ^ love me ail the same ? 

""‘Oh, my darling She presses passionately the little 
hand outstretched towards hers. 

Come, the sacrifice is accomplished. Warmed, comforted 
that clasp, Frederique is no longer anything but a mother . 
and when the Tuileries, with tlieir solid ashes gilded by a ray 
of the setting sun, rises all at once before her to remind her of 
the past, she beholds it without feeling, without a memory, 
imagining she saw some ancient riiiri of Assyria or Egypt a 
a witness of vanished peoples aiul their lives, a grand old 
thing— dead. 


THE END 




